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OPINIONS FROM OUR READERS & 
THE LATEST ON THE FORESKIN FRONT 


EK TTERS & NEWS 


Uncut loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack of one), your fantasies, 
local news items about circum- 
cision, as well as your own experien- 
ces through the News & Views 
section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a word processor. 
Send your letters to: Editorial 
Department, Box 97635, Las 
Vegas, NV 89193. 


LIKES ’EM THICK 
What a delicious foreskin Mark 
Vale (January 1992) is blessed 
with! And Peter Cruller (September 
1991) was another example of a 
perfect foreskin. | love those long, 
thick foreskinned men. Keep up the 
good work! 
Frank 
Massachusetts 


UNCUT TOY 

Prior to reading Uncut, | found it 
almost impossible to see other 
uncut pieces. In fact, for a while, | 
actually wondered if many other 
guys were uncut, and | began to 
see myself as very different. 

In seems in most videos the guys 
are cut and if they are uncut, then 
they pull their foreskin back before 
the camera catches a view. | know 
this is true, because as an uncut 
guy | can always tell another uncut 
guy by the way the skin has been 
pulled back from the head of the 
cock. 

Since | found Uncut | have felt 
proud of what | have, and my cock 
throbs every time | look at the 
magazine. 

Seeing the various types of fore- 
skins, with different textures, colors 
and length, | can’t help but lay back 
on the bed, spread my legs, and 
play with my own uncut cock. | 
stretch the skin, opening it up and 
sliding a finger down inside so | can 
flick it against the sensitive head. | 
can actually play, stroke, and rub 
myself for hours. 


TERRY STUDIO & BRAZILIAN MEN 
SHOWCASED IN NEW MAGAZINE 

Uncut readers are already familiar with Brazilian photographer Terry and 
his models, some of whom have appeared in past issues. A special 
magazine devoted to men from Brazil and called, appropriately, Brazilian 
Beef, has just been published. The special magazine, 100 pages and all in 
color, features eight exceptional Brazilian models, almost all of whom are 
uncut. Quite a few photos show either skin-capped or half-covered cock- 
heads. Unskinned or not, the men are mouth-watering. The special issue 
also contains a feature article on Brazil, which covers its history, gay life, 
and includes lots of information for travelers. 

You can order a copy for $7 postpaid from: Jiffy Fulfillment, 462 Broad- 
way, Suite 4000, New York, NY 10013. (Canadians readers should send 
$9.95). Also, include a signed statement of age. 
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| don’t feel like my cock is large, 
but it fits in the palm of my hand 
when it is soft and | have over an 


Pierre LaSalle, both photos below, from Old Reliable, is part-Indian and 
part-French Canadian, a combination that seems to produce an extraordi- 
nary gene strain, as you can see from both Pierre’s physique and organ. 


inch of foreskin. 

In the “Show Us Your Skin!” sec- 
tion of the January issue, | did a 
doubletake at the photos of Ron; it 
looked as if | was staring down at 
my own uncut toy, right down to the 
way he was stretching and pulling 
his skin back (and to think, this guy 
lives almost around the corner from 
me). 

I've never had the opportunity to 
even be in the same room with 
another naked man who is uncut. 
But | think if | did, | could teach a lot 
about mutual stretching, retracting, 
and rubbing that ever-so-sensitive 
head. | have one cute uncut dick if 
anyone out there wants to watch 
me work it. 

When | finish playing with my 
uncut toy, and | am ready to cum, | 
will either hold my skin back with 
my left hand and stroke the sensi- 
tive rim with my right, allowing the 
cream to squirt all over myself, or | 
will stroke my cock only with my 
right hand and when | am ready to 
cum | will pull the skin forward in 
order to keep the juice from squirt- 
ing out—this way WHEN | pull the 
foreskin back | can lie there are let 
the juice ooze out of my smooth 
skin. 

In any case, | think Uncut is a 
blast and | look forward to more. 

Mike 
California 
LONG OVERHANGS 

The old adage, “Success breeds 
complacency” doesn’t apply to 
Uncut. | thought the November 
1991 issue had reached a plateau, 
but the January 1992 issue went 
over the top. How do you do it? 
Uncut's success seems to breed 
greater success with each issue, 
and instead of growing bored, I’m 
more turned on than before. 

| was particularly glad to note two 
letters to the editor commending the 
display of extra-length foreskin on 
Peter Cruller (September 1991). I’m 
sure that by now you've gotten even 
more letters on the subject. | hope 
that stimulates photographers to 
submit more studs with long over- 
hangs. 

Congratulations on publishing the 
best magazine in the world. 


Ron 

Massachusetts. 
(Editor’s note: You have us con- 
fused with The New Yorker, they 
publish the best magazine in the 
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world, maybe the best magazine 
that ever was. All joking aside, 
thanks for your comments, we're a 
hard-working crew here at Uncut 
and we're always glad to hear from 
satisfied readers.) 


LACE CURTAINS 

While I’m very content with my 
own clipped seven inches, and the 
fun | have with it, | am extremely 
turned on by guys with “lace cur- 
tains.” 

The report on celebrity foreskin in 
the July and September 1991 is- 
sues really gave me a boner just im- 
agining what some of those hunks 
(including many of my favorites) 
would look like. | hope you'll update 
this list in the future. 

Bill 
Minnesota 


BUFF & DAVE 

| stumbled upon Uncut by acci- 
dent one day and | think it is just 
great. | am cut, but am trying the 
BUFF method, and with limited suc- 
cess, 

| am writing because | would like 
to get in touch with Dave, a BUFF 
stretching success story who sent in 
his picture in the “Show Us Your 
Skin!” section of the November 
1991 issue. From the looks of the 
picture, he has achieved great 
results. 

If Dave wouldn’t mind writing or 
talking to me, please give him my 
address and phone number. 

Jim 
New York 
(Editor’s note: Dave, if you're read- 
ing this, we're holding this letter to 
forward upon hearing from you.) 


CAN’T GET ENOUGH 

lam one guy who can not get 
enough uncut dick. | love Uncut 
magazine and wish it came out 
every month, instead of just ever 
other month. 

| was uncut myself until a bad 
case of phimosis, when | was 23, 
forced me to sacrifice my foreskin. 
So now | read Uneut and fantasize 
about my own dick a lot. 

The November 1991 issue had 
three of the most incredible cocks | 
have ever seen and the fact that 
they were uncut made it even better. 

Jose Barbosa looked wonderful, 
and that sinewy cock with a bit of 
twist really made me want to get 
down on my knees and do it 
homage. 

Then came Kovack—and that 
shot of him with the skin pulled all 
the way back was one of the nicest 
| have ever seen—and it was big! 


a7 


But the best of all was Cleveland. 
Latin ard black cocks are my 
favorites, and Cleveland had three 
things that really turn me on: an 
uncut cock, long muscular 
forearms, and a sheath that covers 
all of the cockhead but the piss slit. 
All this in one man! He is one hell of 
a hunk, and | would love to put that 
thing in my mouth and give him just 
what he deserves. 

| can’t tell you how many times 
my poker was sticking up in the air 
just looking at him. As soon as | 
finish this letter, I’m going to look at 
Cleveland’s photos and polish my 
poker again. And I’ve been doing 
this looking at this man’s photos for 
a month now! 

Augusto, my third choice in that 
issue, was great, and one of the 


most handsome models | have ever 
seen in a magazine. And Robert 
Flores is a close runner-up. 
This was one hell of an issue, 
thanks again! 
Martin 
California 


SAD CUT 
Recently, | read in Uncut about a 
stretching technique called BUFF. | 
am very interested in learning more 
about it. | really want to have a 
foreskin, and maybe stretching will 
help. 
Jeff 
Washington, DC 
(Editor's note: If you'll look in the 
“Organs” section of this issue, you'll 
see a listing for UNCIRC, which is 
the new name of the BUFF or- 
ganization, and information on how 


Sauve Rico, Puerto Rican model and porn actor, photo by Latino Fan Club 
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to contact them.) 


CHEESE & SALSA 

Uncut is, in a word, terrific. It’s 
the only gay magazine | read 
regularly, and | only wish it came 
out every month. 

| would have a hard time deciding 
which has been my favorite issue, 
but the past two (September and 
November 1991) have been espe- 
cially hot in terms of the foreskinned 
beauties appearing in them. 

Mario, photo by Tony Stevens 
(September 1991) is mesmerizing 
for his youthful beauty and thick, 
veined cock. | enjoyed comparing 
the photos of Mario with the ones of 
him that appeared in the March 


1988 issue, where he appears 
younger and alittle fleshier—includ- 
ing a fantastic one with wet hair and 
an erect, skinned-back member. 

The September 1991 issue also 
gives us the angelic Ulysses, ina 
layout of superb photos by veteran 
Mexican skin purveyor Jim Moss. 

Stanislav (November 1991) is 
another beautiful young man. | drool 
at his blue-veined porcelain dick; 
his foreskin invites the tongue to 
probe. 

The same issue has more photos 
of two of my favorites by Jim Moss, 
the playful Paolo and the gorgeous 
Paco (who once appeared in Uncut 
under the name Emmanuel—but 


T.J., Puerto Rican model, photo by Latino Fan Club. 


then, you know that). Mr. Moss’ 
models seem to be genuinely enjoy- 
ing themselves, which makes his 
portfolios all the sexier. | envy him 
his work and sometimes fantasize 
about being his assistant in Mexico. 
On a quick trip South of the Border 
last year, | got a sample of Mexican 
macho-burger, complete with 
cheese and salsa. He could easily 
have been one of Mr. Moss’ 
models, hot and horny after a photo 
session. 

Uncut and the now-defunct FQ, 
have helped me to become more 
foreskin-conscious and more com- 
fortable with my own uncut dick. Cut 
men, no matter how attractive, have 
little appeal for me. After making 
love to an uncut cock and seeing all 
the versatility that the different kinds 
of foreskin allow, how can one find 
a Cut piece of meat as enjoyable? 

An interesting exception to that 
came with a Scandinavian guy | met 
at my gym some time ago. In the 
showers, it looked as if he was 
keeping his foreskin behind the 
head, since heavy folds of flesh 
overlapped his corona. 

We got to know each other, one 
thing led to another, and eventually 
we were in my apartment, stripped, 
and discovering each other's equip- 
ment. 

It turned out that the guy (let’s 
call him Lars) was actually cut. 
When he was flaccid, however, he 
had enough skin to pull down half 
way over his head; when he was 
erect, the excess skin stretched 
nicely along his shaft, still looking 
as if he had a foreskin that was 
pulled back behind his enormous 
head. 

When | asked him about it—after- 
ward, of course, while we were lying 
on the floor and | was toying with 
his loose skin—he said that he had 
been circumcised when he was 
eighteen because his foreskin could 
not be retracted over his extra-wide 
cockhead. He had difficulty with 
sex. A Scandinavian plastic sur- 
geon did the work, knowing that 
Lars wanted to keep as big a ves- 
tige of his foreskin as possible. The 
surgeon was Careful to leave Lars’ 
frenum intact. The result is a beauti- 
ful cock on a beautiful man. 

If cocks can be cut this way—if 
they have to be cut at all—in 
Europe, then why not in the USA? 

Alex 
North Carolina 
(Editor’s note: If Lars had gone to a 
general practitioner, even in his 
(continued on page 96) 


Fi had been one of the most curious 
good deeds | had ever attempted. 
When Donal Riordan had died his 
lover had asked me to drop off 
some of his things at his sister’s 
home in Dublin. It had been easy to 
say yes, because | was planning to 
fly from New York to Brussels 
anyway. | just switched to Aer Lin- 
gus and arranged a two-day layover 
in Ireland. 

So here | was, ensconced in 
Deirdre Callaghan’s pink and fawn 
front parlor balancing a tea cup and 
saucer and a helping of soda bread. 
The room was tiny and overpower- 
ingly neat, filled with legions of 
knickknacks Deirdre had picked up 
in her pious travels around Europe. 
My tea cup bore the legend, in three 
languages, “Souvenir of Lourdes.” 

| wondered if the tea were made 
with holy water. “Have you been to 
Lourdes?” Deirdre paused in open- 
ing the large carefully wrapped 
package | had brought. 

“As a matter of fact, | have.” 

“Wasn't it the most uplifting ex- 
perience you have ever had?” 


As a matter of fact it had been. 
I'd fucked twin seminarians from Al- 
buquerque...well, actually they’d 
fucked me. Simultaneously. 

It had definitely been an uplifting 
experience. 

“Very much so,” | murmured, just 
in time, dragging myself back from 
a moment of vivid recall that had 
made my cock hot and squirmy. 


His cock 
was huge and uncut 
and clung to his 
belly...it was 
already erect anda 


good nine inches... 
ea a aS 


“Here we are,” said Deirdre, turn- 
ing back to uncover the last shred 
of wrapping and open the box. She 
became visibly weepy as she lifted 
out a succession of small objects. 
There was a rosary, some religious 
medals, a couple of rings, three 


small books of poetry. Deirdre simul- 
taneously wept and gushed over 
each object. | felt very uncomfort- 
able. 

Suddenly she pulled out a 
photograph album and opened it. 
Then she looked up at me. “You 
must share this with me.” She 
patted the sofa beside her. “Over 
here.” 

Reluctantly | sat down on the 
sofa and looked at the album in her 
lap...and just about shit myself. 

There was Donal. Dead. In his 
coffin. Surrounded by flowers. He 
appeared to be smiling. | knew in- 
stantly it was Donal, even though 
he was wearing less make-up than 
usual. 

Taking photographs of a corpse 
is one form of cultural expression | 
found hard to adjust to. | knew 
people did it, | just hadn’t seen any- 
thing like it before. “He looks so 
good, considering.” 

Considering he was creamed by 
a Seventh Avenue bus, | mentally 
added. 

“| wasn’t able to be at the funeral 
or the wake,” | told Deirdre. . 

“Then you'll really enjoy going 
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through the album with me,” she 
said. 

At that moment the door to the 
tiny room opened and a huge dark- 
headed figure loomed in the open- 
ing. 

“This is my son, Mike Callaghan, 
Donal’s nephew. As usual he hasn't 
bothered to clean up after rugby 
practice. Shame on you Michael, 
but come sit with us anyway while 
we look through your Uncle Donal’s 
wake album.” 

Michael shambled in. Broad 
shouldered, heavily-muscled legs 
with the kind of pumped and ripped 
perfection and twitchy motion that 
only rugby players or speed skaters 
seem to possess. His clear and 
open face was topped with a shock 
of tousled jet-black hair that you oc- 
casionally find on what the Irish 
themselves call “Black Irish.” It’s all 
the more striking because it usually 
goes with pale smooth skin, 
blessedly free of Ireland’s freckle 
curse. 

Michael plumped himself down 
beside me, close. | felt his warmth 
ignite all along my right side. | felt 
the pressure of his heavy muscles 
press against me. | smelled his un- 
washed male muskiness. Thank 
God | was sitting down! 

Deirdre placed the album on my 
lap, and we all huddled over it as | 
turned the pages. 

| was glad to have to be holding 
the album because it covered up 
my boner. 

But how many pictures of a dead 
guy can you look at? 

On page twenty Deirdre dabbed 
her eyes and sobbed, “He was 
such a nice clean Irish boy.” Beside 
me, Mike snorted derisively...but 
not loud enough to let his mother 
hear. 

Since my own last memory of 
Donal was his licking out my ass at 
a Fire Island orgy, | could only 
agree with his nephew’s judgement. 

At last the awful afternoon drew 
to aclose. Deirdre jumped up with a 
brave little cry and tucked the album 
into a bookcase next to the 


, fireplace, between The Queen of 


Heaven Speaks and Favorite Irish 
Recipes. An altogether fitting last 
resting place, | thought. 

“Michael, why don’t you escort 
our visitor back to his hotel? You'll 
come again,” she said to me. | 
promised with completely genuine 
insincerity that I'd look in next time | 
was in Ireland. She was a nice lady, 
and | was always amazed that such 
innocence existed in this day and 


age. 

Fortunately Michael was a man 
of our times. “Were you one of 
Uncle Donal’s bum-boys?” he in- 
quired as | got into the front seat. 

“Not on a regular basis. And, 
technically, he was one of my bum 
boys. He liked big cocks up his ass, 
lots of them. | remember him telling 
me that, back in the wild days of the 
bathhouses, he was once fucked 
eighteen times in just one evening. 

“Are you gay?” | continued, deter- 
mined to make Mike’s frankness 
into a commitment of some kind. 

“Ah, no.” He stammered, becom- 
ingly. “Well, | fool around with the 
fellows sometime. But, you know, 
it’s just fun...nothing serious.” He 
shot a worried glance at me. “‘Fel- 
las, er...men my own age.” 

At that moment | was determined 
to beg, bludgeon, or buy Mike into 
letting me fuck him. 

“So,” | said tightly, leading the 
conversation away from the 
dangerous focus on age...even 
though | could only be fifteen...six- 
teen and half years, tops...older 
than this lush piece of Irish stud- 
hood, “You and Uncle Donal never 
sported together?” 

“Never!” his voice was filled with 
horror. | realized that my judgement 
of Mike was premature. Innocence 
seems to surround so many Irish 
like a protective fog. This was not a 
man of the world, after all. 

Careful, Red, | told myself... 

By the time we reached the hotel, 
| had organized my ploy. 

As we drew into the parking lot, | 
said, ‘This hotel has a well- 
equipped gymnasium and sauna...” 
| saw the interest on his face. “I’m 
going to work out some of those 
kinks | got from this long flight.” | 
paused for a couple of beats, “You 
can join me if you like.” 

Curiosity struggled with cau- 
tion...and the hint of temptation. 

Mike said, “Okay.” 

We went up to my room where | 
changed into gym clothes. Mike sat 
on the edge of the bed watching 
me. | hesitated just long enough be- 
tween undressing and pulling on the 
gym shorts to let him see that | 
wasn't exactly a physical wreck. 

He saw. 

| stepped into my nylon running 
shorts and pulled them up over my 
legs and thighs, deliberately catch- 
ing the tight waistband below my 
balls. The balls and my cock 
bounced enticingly for a second 
before they vanished inside my 
shorts. 


He saw. 

He wet his lips nervously. 

| gave him a pair of running 
shoes to replace his cleated rugby 
boots, and then we went up to the 
penthouse gym. A panorama of the 
river Liffey and a good part of old 
Georgian Dublin lay before us. 

But this wasn’t the scenery | 
wanted to admire.... 

Only one or two other men were 
in the gym, but I could tell they 
would not stay long. 

Mike and | started working out. 
He was completely familiar with the 
free weights, but needed introduc- 
ing to the new high-tech machines 
the gym offered. After about ten 
minutes Mike pulled his rugby shirt 
off and tossed it to one side. His 
sweaty body was as tight and well- 
defined as | had imagined, with a 
dark smear of pubic hair snaking up 
the center of his belly past his 
navel. Otherwise his torso was hair- 
iess. Just before | sat in the second 
of the two pec machines | threw off 
my own shirt. In the mirror | saw 
Mike cast a swift searching glance 
over me. But when | sat in the 
machine his eyes were focused 
ahead, watching himself in the wall 
mirror as he worked on his pecs. 

As | pushed | paid no attention to 
my own image. Instead | watched 
Mike’s muscles, bunch and jerk and 
stretch and tremble. Soon | was 
aware that he was now watching 
me in the same fashion. 

| felt my dick stiffen up and make 
like a tent pole under the nylon of 
my shorts. 

Mike stopped and looked directly 
at my boner. Then | saw the 
waistband of his rugby shorts gap 
away from that black-furred belly, 
and the peek-a-boo tip of a cock- 
head poke out. The piss slit was 
clearly visible and a shiny drop of 
pre-cum was beading out at that 
very moment. 

“Would you like to continue this 
work-out in my room, Mike?” 

“No, here. Suck me, here.” 

| looked around. The other men 
had gone. There were no atten- 
dants. We were alone. 

“It's dangerous,” | said. 

“T know...” 

This Irishman had possibilities. 

With the right kind of tutoring... 

He got out of the machine and 
walked over to a free-standing chin- 
up bar. He dropped his shorts and 
an old jock. Then he jumped up and 
grabbed the bar and began to chin 
himself. 

| went over. His entire body was 


alive with the effort. His cock was 
huge and uncut, and clung to his 
belly...it was already erect anda 
good nine inches. My mouth closed 
over the monster and | pried it away 
from the belly into a horizontal posi- 
tion where | could work on it. 

The extra foreskin rippled down 
his shaft under the pressure of my 
lips. | felt the plump tracery of his 
veins give slightly to my encircling 
vacuum grip. At the back of my 
throat was the brisk saltiness of his 
pre-cum. 

“Look at me, Dublin, I’m being 
sucked off by a Yank.” Above me 
Mike was crying out to the all-en- 
compassing view of his native city. 
He laughed delightedly, his voice a 
little hoarse from the effort of hang- 
ing there and the pleasure surging 
through his effort-strained body. 

There is a touch of madness 


about the Irish that is truly infectious. 


| sucked enthusiastically. | let my 
tongue prod and tease, my lips 
drawing out his foreskin past his 
cockhead...and then rushing swiftly 
backwards to bundle up against his 
bristly black cockbush. | felt him get 
hotter and stiffer in my mouth. | 
knew he had to come soon, so | 
poured on the mouth music. 

“Stand back...don’t swallow my 
stuff...” 

| pulled away from the jerking 
love pole, and stood aside. 

Seconds later a stream of white 
jism spurted out toward the city 
scape of Dublin. Mike began chin- 
ning himself while he shot wad after 
wad of creamy-white love juice. 
Each upward pull seemed to un- 
leash yet another spurt. It was a 
great show, and | applauded as he 
slowly lowered himself from the bar. 

“That was great, man. A fine 
thing. Let’s go back to your room 
now, the day’s young and I’ve a lot 
more where that came from.” He 
nodded toward the far-flung gar- 
lands of Irish jism that decorated 
the carpet and lay across the black 
leather of a bench like a scattering 
of pearls. 

| moved to wipe it away. 

“No, boyo. Leave it there. Think 


~Of it as Mike Callaghan’s calling 


card.” 

He pulled on his shorts and we 
made our way back to my room. 

“What happened to the shy act, 
Mike?” 

“Nuthin’. I’m still the same old 
basically straight Mike Callaghan. | 
just decided to have a little fun.” He 
looked at me with a crooked smile. 
“Have yer way with me, then. I’m 


just putty in the hands of you older 
men.” 

| gave him a slight push on the 
chest and he folded back over the 
bed. 

“Are ye going to ravish me? Be 
gentle, it’s my first time.” And he 
laughed a full-bellied, dirty laugh. 

| wasn’t sure that | was in control, 
but | didn’t care any more. Mike was 
cute, hunky and very available at 
that moment. 

“There’s no real fun in being 
gentle,” | said as | bent over to pull 
off Mike’s shoes and shorts. “Real 
men like it rough.” 

| threw aside my own clothes and 
got on the bed between Mike’s 
huge thighs. | licked away the 
residue of his earlier orgasm, and 
then draped myself over his body 
and kissed him full on his lips. At 
first he hesitated, refusing to open 
his mouth, but then he 
relented...and my tongue darted in- 
side... 

The lingering flavors of his own 
cum seemed to please Mike, be- 
cause he soon responded by lacing 
his hands behind my head and forc- 
ing our mouths together, his own 
tongue brutally invading through my 
surprised lips. A tingle of sweaty an- 
ticipation raced over my pleasure- 
flushed body. | felt my nipples touch 
and rub against Mike’s. The ripped 
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and sculpted chest behind the nip- 
ples pressed hard and insistently 
against my own torso. Our cocks, 
hard and hot, were imprisoned be- 
tween the welded flatness of our bel- 
lies. There was a completeness 
about this sensual unity that was un- 
familiar and disturbingly intense... | 
sensed Mike’s awareness of the 
new level our relationship had 
reached. 
He wasn't being light-hearted, 
joking, and boyishly coy anymore... 
“Fuck me...get inside me...just 
fuck me!” | pushed his legs back 
toward his shoulders and positioned 
a pillow under his lower back. 

| picked up a French tickler from 
the bedside table, tore open the 
package, and unrolled the protec- 
tion over my hard cock. Then | 
fingered his asshole, massaging it 
to ease away the tightness, before | 
brought my cockhead to the 
gateway to his shit chute. 

“Ready?” 

“Yeah...ready...just do it.” 

| pushed slowly in. He was very 
tight. | pushed again...and again. 
Suddenly the tightness melted and | 


was in and moving steadily deep in- 


side him. 

“Oh...oh...Jesus...that 
hurts...hurts good!” He breathed 
deeply. “More...deeper!” 

“I’ve got eight inches, Mike. You 
can have all of it.” And | pushed for- 
ward until my dick was buried to the 
hilt, my pubic bush flattened against 
his ass. Then | pulled back slow- 
ly...just a little...then forward again. 
Then back a little further and for- 
ward again. When | had finally 
withdrawn everything except my 
cockhead, | whispered, “Are you 
ready, Mike?” 

| interpreted his ecstatic groan as 
ayes. | rammed in hard! 

Mike’s body shuddered, and then 
eagerly responded to the rhythm of 
my fucking. Once | was in motion | 
pulled his rigid cock to me and 
began to rub its head over my fast- 
moving belly. | could feel the folds 
of foreskin drag at my belly hair. 
Soon my speed was such that his 
cock was slapping.back and forth 
between us. 

Mike was screaming the kind of 
foulness a Catholic boy shouldn’t 
know about. But the rut was on him, 
only his animal senses needed to 
be appeased at that moment...only 
| could give him the salvation he 
needed. 

| exploded into his ass, just as he 
fountained a gusher of white jism up 
the length of my torso to cling drip- 
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ping from my pecs. | knew that | 
was baptizing him with a record 
load of cum, because | felt the bal- 
looning effect of the condom inside 
his ass. 

Mike’s fingers dug into my ass 
and he pressed the last drops out of 
me; through my love poker up into 
his deepest recesses. 

| pulled out slowly. 

Mike said, “Let me take that off.” 

He carefully removed my filled 
condom, so that not a drop was 


Our cocks, 
hard and hot, 
were imprisoned 
between the 
welded flatness 
of our bellies... 


spilled. Then he squeezed the con- 
tents out onto my chest. With his 
fingers he mixed the two fuck fluids 
together, swirling our cum into pat- 
terns around my nipples. 

“Pretty good for an old guy,” he 
said teasingly. It was time for him to 
leave, so we quickly hopped in the 
shower together. Soaping each 
other up was a turn-on that got me 
hot again. 

“Time for a quickie?” | asked 
slyly. 
He hesitated, just a second. 
ure.” 
| pulled back the shower curtain 
so that we could see each other in 
the mirror opposite. 

“Ever try docking?” 

“What's that?” 

“You live in a land of abundant 
foreskin and you don’t know about 
‘docking?” 

| showed him. With our cocks tip 
to tip | began to slide his foreskin 
back forth over my cock-head. The 
sharp contraction of Mike’s belly 
muscles told me he liked the feel of 
this special man-to-man com- 
munication. 

“Oh yes,” he breathed, running 


| his hands appreciatively over my 


body, fingering my nipples, running 
his hands forward under my balls, 
feathering the underside of both of 
our cocks with light, teasing, 
touches of his fingers. We both 
looked toward the mirror to enjoy 
the sight of two big men so sensi- 
tively pleasuring each other. We 
came soon, unseen within the 


hooded recesses of our foreskins. 
Spurtings of mixed sperm escaped 
between my enclosing grasp. Mike 
leaned back against the wall, his 
face a picture of ecstasy. 

“That was bloody grand!”’ 

“Can you come back tomorrow 
for a second helping of ‘old man’ 
sex?” 

“lll be here with the mornin’ dew.” 

As Mike relaxed, his spent body 
lolling against the shower wall, | 
toweled him off. 

Except his cock and crotch. 

“Do me a favor, Mike. Don’t 
clean out the jism, just put on your 
jock and let it ripen overnight. | 
fancy a little Irish cheese for break- 
fast.” 

| walked Mike to his car. An old 
lady passed, looking appreciatively 
at Mike’s classic Irish good looks, 

A few minutes later, the same old 
lady shared an elevator with me. 
“Wasn't that Mike Callaghan, the All- 
Irish rugby player?” 

“Yes,” | said. 

“Such a nice, clean, Irish boy,” 
she sighed. A 
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Extended Patrol is a semi-annual 
event. Once our ship is beyond our 
own Apollo Planetary System— 
twelve planets known throughout 
the universe as the Homo System— 
the ship is put on auto for five days 
of testing. 

For Captain Allcock and Mr. 
Vek—our half-human half-Herdant 
co-captain—it meant killing time by 
reading, making love, and playing 
quad-lateral chess, although the 
Captain wasn't a great player. 

For Dr. Boyce, it was time for 
taking inventory of his medical sup- 
plies, and checking out his medical 
equipment. And no doubt watching 
some of his famous holos as he 
jerked himself off. Holos of guys 
from all over the universe jerking 
themselves off, or having sex 
together. 

For Mr. Solo, our pilot, Bobby, 
our navigator, and Teddy our com- 
munications officer, it meant check- 
ing gauges periodically, making 
adjustments if necessary, and 
maybe having sex too, except Solo. 
Mr. Solo was a man who did not 
have sex with other men, though 
the sensual Oriental got many of- 


fers. However, if he was in the 
mood, he’d put on a masturbation 
show in the lounge, a show that 
would make any cock-lovin’ male 
shoot wads of cum. He definitely 
made my hard-on shoot! 

For Skipper, our engineer, it 
wasn't a time to relax, read, or play 
with hard dick. He was in the ship’s 
belly keeping an eye on the com- 


I jerked 
my foreskin over 
my nine-inch, 
smooth brown cock 
as | thought of 
going to visit 
Dr. Boyce... 


uters, Triproton engines, and a mil- 
ion gauges. Watching and testing 
how the whole ship was performing. 
If there were any problems, the well- 
built, quiet guy would soon have the 
ship purring. 


As for myself, | had no specific 
job on the most famous ship in the 
galaxy, Star Cruise. So on the 
second day of Extended Patrol; | 
was in my quarters sitting naked 
and hard in my chair. As | jerked my 
foreskin over my nine-inch, smooth 
brown cock, my big balls bounced. | 
thought of going to visit Dr. Boyce, 
and then we could each jerk our sel- 
ves off watching his holos, but then 
| decided not to. It wasn’t that | dis- 
like the doctor, he just wasn’t my 
type. Besides, he’d start pestering 
me to make a holo as | whacked 
myself. He was always asking me 
to perform for a holo, and | was al- 
ways refusing. It just wasn’t my 
thing. 
| thought of Pard then, the half- 
human, half-panther leader of Apol- 
lo 1, remembering the first time he 
and | made it. And my cock swelled 
hard as Bi-Lithium Steel. | jerked 
my rod harder and my balls 
bounced like crazy as | thought of 
sucking his bulging cock-head, his 
huge dangling balls, and tasting his 
velvet black fur. My hand pumped 
my cock faster. | was ready to 
shoot. My balls exploded as Vek’s 
voice came over the Com, asking to 
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be admitted. 

“Enter,” | said. 

Vek entered and apologized for 
interrupting, not noticing that | was 
shooting. Or that | was even naked! 
A look of worry was on his usually 
expressionless face. Thinking there 
was some problem with the ship | 
asked if he wanted me to help Skip- 


per. 

“The ship’s fine. Keith, | want you 
to keep an open mind in what | am 
about to tell you.” 

“Yes, sir, you have my word.” 
Now | was perplexed, this wasn’t 
like Vek. 

“| believe the Captain has been 
replaced by a clone!” 

| didn’t reply, but my expression 
gave away what | was thinking. 

“Damn it Keith, I’m half Herdant. 
And Herdants don’t suffer from what 
you Earth people call mental ill- 
ness!” 

“Sorry, sir,” | said. “But what you 
say is crazy.” 

‘| know. The Captain looks the 
same, walks and talks the same, 
but | tell you the Captain isn’t the 
Captain. I’ve come know him very 
well since we’ve become lovers. 

“But why would anybody want to 
replace a captain of a ship with a 
clone? Why not clone someone 
who’s more important? 

“Keith, if you wanted to conquer 
our world, and destroy our way of 
life, without a war, how would you 
do it?” 

| understood Vek’s thinking then. 
“l'd replace the males on our 
planets with clones that aren't male- 
loving, one by one. With enough 
clones in power, I’d use our 
democratic system to change every- 
thing to my way of thinking. Then, 
would destroy my clones and take 
over the planets. Not one laser shot 
would have been fired.” 

“You have a quick mind, Keith.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“| believe this clone switching 
has only just started, so we'll have 
to move fast, to nip it in the bud, as 
you Earth people say.” 

“I'd say the dirty rotten Vurluxens 
are behind it. It’s something they 
would try, alright!” 

“| agree. They probably have the 
Captain in suspended animation, so 
we have to find him soon. Or noth- 
ing will revive him.” 

“What about the others?” | 
asked, as | began dressing. 

“| don’t think they have been 
cloned yet.” 

| stopped dressing suddenly as a 
thought hit me. “Say! How do | 
know that you’re not a clone, Vek, 
come to clone me?” 

“A Herdant cannot be cloned, 


Keith, and we do not lie. Surely 
you've heard that since you’ve 
come to our planet. It’s a part of our 
very being.” 

| believed him because of the 
look in his eyes. This man was 
genuinely scared of losing his lover, 
of that | was sure. | also had heard 
that Herdants could not lie under 
any circumstances. It was said that 
not one Herdant has lied in 3,000 
years! 

“What's your plan?” | asked as | 
continued dressing. 

“Go down to engineering and call 
the Captain on the Com with some 
excuse about the ship. And keep 
him there for a few minutes as | 
check his rooms: Possibly I'll find a 
clue there. Skipper should be check- 
ing the engines, so he shouldn't be 
around to interfere, if he’s been 
cloned too. When the Captain 
leaves, buzz me twice on my per- 
sonal Com and I'll meet you in en- 
gineering.” 

| didn’t think it was much of a 
plan, but | didn’t say anything. Vek 
checking the Captain’s quarters 
was better than nothing. So | went 
down to engineering and buzzed 
the Captain, saying there was a 
problem with the Triproton Engines, 
and since | couldn't find Skipper, | 
thought he should come to take a 
look. 

When he came walking towards 
me a few minutes later | realized 
Vek was right, this man wasn’t the 
Captain. 

| pointed to the first gauge that 
look like it was malfunctioning, men- 
tioned the engines, and got his 
wrath of curses in return. 

That wasn’t a gauge for anything 
remotely related to the Triproton En- 
gines, why was | such a fuckin’ 
damn fool? He continued like that, 
calling me every name in the 
universe. | meekly apologized over 
and over for my ignorance, and was 
very sorry that | had bothered him. 

When he turned on his heel and 
was out of sight, | buzzed Vek. He 
joined me a few minutes later and 
we huddled in a dark, remote part of 
engineering. 

“Any clues, Vek?” 

“The only thing different about 
his rooms was his Fourth King 
wasn’t on the third level square it 
was on when we last played Quad- 
Lateral Chess. It was on the fourth 
level.” 

“That’s not much help. He might 
have been practicing some moves 
before he was taken. What made 
you first suspicious about the Cap- 
tain, Vek? Maybe that will give us a 
clue.” 

“He was indifferent, cool to me 


when | went to his quarters last 
night. He said he had a lot on his 
mind, and couldn't continue the 
Quad-Lateral game we began the 
night before. He always plays Quad- 
Lateral when he has a lot on his 
mind. And when | suggested we 
sixty-nine instead, he told me to 
leave. The one thing he likes to do 
is sixty-nine, no matter what.” 

“He must have been switched 
soon after you left him the night 
before. | think Skipper will be the 


Seconds later 
he was sitting 
on the console 
without any 
pants on, 
his fifteen-incher 
a solid rock... 


next one, if he hasn’t been already.” 

“Yes. With the Captain giving him 
orders, Skipper could control the 
ship to some remote planet— 
without the rest of us knowing.” 

“Where the Vurluxens could over- 
take us, and send our clones back. 
Fuck it, Vek! Our only hope is to 
overtake the Captain and Skipper! 
But then we'll never find the Cap- 
tain!” 

“No. We'll lose him all right.” 

“Then we’re fuckin’ doomed, 
Vek!” 

“Not if his misplaced Fourth King 
is the clue,” he answered in that far 
away, thinking voice of his. “What if 
the Captain is telling us he over- 
heard the Vurluxens were taking 
him to the Fourth Quadrant? So he 
moved the king to the forth level, 
knowing I'd see the change on the 
board?” 

“The Fourth Quadrant! Man! 
That’s a billion light years wide, 
Vek! It’s barely been explored! Even 
our scanners couldn't find him, but 
they’re damn great for metal and 
minerals! Shit! If he only had a coin 
in his pocket, or a key, then the 
scanners might pick it up.” 

“You've got it!” Vek cried. And 


then he dropped his pants! “This 


metal cock ring, Keith. It’s ancient 
and from Earth. He gave me this, 
and we each put one on when we 
became lovers. Like a betrothal 
ceremony. Or cocks belong to each 
other. 

“It’s an ancient metal cock ring all 
right,” | said “We could put the 
metrical structure into the com- 


puters and boost up the scanners.” 

“The Vurluxens would have no 
reason to search the Captain’s 
prick, Keith. Or even have the guts 
to go searching. You really have to 
look for it in all that cock-hair of his. 
And it’s difficult to take off. We had 
a hell of a hard time putting it on his 
big prick.” 

“So it should still be on him! 
Fuck! If that ring’s out there some- 
where, even in the Fourth Quad- 
rant, we'll find it!” 

We quickly made our way to an 
auxiliary control room then. Vek 
boosted the scanners, and fed the 
metrical structure into the computer. 
Since it was difficult for him to 
remove his cock ring he put his 
cock on the instrument console. As 
soon as he touched his meat, it 
began swelling. | watched his pale 
green prick grow. Seconds later he 
was sitting on the console without 
any pants on, his fifteen-incher a 
solid rock. 

| wanted to suck the mother, play 
with his four balls until | was drown- 
ing in his sweet cum, and have him 
suck me off. Not as lovers, but as 
two good friends who needed 
release. But | wasn’t sure if he 
wanted to make it. He was the 
Captain's lover, after all. But when 
he motioned me to move in close 
and reached for my fly, | dropped 
my pants and sat next to him, my 
cock at full mast. 

We jerked each other as the com- 
puter and gauges flashed. His hand 
was smooth on my prick, and his 
prick was smooth in my hand. Then 
| went down between his legs, lick- 
ing my tongue back up to his knob, 
where my tongue teased his piss- 
slit a bit, and got some pre-cum. He 
did the same with me then, and got 
a drop of pre-cum too. 

Then | went deep between his 
legs and began sucking him off. But 
Vek quickly mounted his cock and 
balls over my face in a sixty-nine. 
As he pushed his rod deep into my 
mouth, his mouth went down my 
rod. We sucked each other in per- 
fect rhythm then. Our mouths 
chomping each other's cocks, our 
brains frying. When we shot, we 
shot together. His four balls 
pumped hot, sticky cum into me, 
and my nuts filled him up with their 
hot cream. But like all male Ver- 
dants, he had to go off twice before 
he was Satisfied. 

For this round | took off my top 
and got on my knees. He pumped 
his rod into my mouth while rubbing 
his tits. | could feel his four balls 
slap against my face as he mouth- 
fucked me. But | didn’t touch his fif- 
teen-incher, not until | knew he 
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wanted me to. When | did, | 
squeezed the long, slim rod with 
both hands, and was rewarded with 
a motherlode of jizzum! More than | 
could swallow. Some of it went 
shooting onto the floor, and some 
he aimed onto the console. 

| got on the console again, and 
rubbed my half-up cock in that load. 
Then again on my knees, | finished 
him off by licking his cock and balls 
till they were spit clean. Then | 
stood up, and he went on his knees 
and licked me spit clean. 

When we checked the scanner it 
said the ring was in the Fourth 
Quadrant, on Planet 4, with a 
breathable atmosphere. We quickly 
dressed, and each taking a 
Triproton Energy Hand Gun, we 


cautiously made our way to the shut- 


tle bay. We met no one, and took 
off. 

Soon after we cleared the main 
ship the clone’s voice came over 
the Com, asking who was using the 
shuttle, and why. Vek answered it 
was himself and |, going to check 
out a deposit of Triproton crystals 
the computer scanners had picked 
up, per standard procedure. The ex- 
planation satisfied the clone. He 
gave us three hours for the explora- 


tion. 

“What if he had ordered us to 
return?” | asked. 

“Then | would have stepped on 
the gas, as you Earth people say, 
and taken our chances!” 

“Some fuckin’ chance! He could 
have blasted us to bits!” 


aR 


“Maybe,” was Vek’s cryptic 
answer. 

“You disabled the ship’s guns, 
didn’t you!” 

The only answer | got from Vek 
was a sly smile, so | knew pursuing 
the matter was useless. But | also 
knew we were Safe from the clone’s 


rath. 

About a half hour later we landed 
on Planet 4, on its dark side. The 
shuttle’s computer pinpointed the 
Captain’s cock ring in a subter- 
ranean living quarter with com- 
puters, life-freezing, and other 
machines. There were no guards in 
front of the entrance cut into a 
mountain. No guards as we quietly 
made our way down the pas- 
sageway. And only two male 
guards, dressed in Vurluxen 
uniforms, sitting at a table, sleeping! 

“Seems we weren't expected,” 
Vek whispered. “Set your gun for 
super stun. We don’t want to be 
known as murderers. To our left are 
the freezing chambers, and the Cap- 
tain should be there.” 

We stunned the two guard then, 
and searching the units, easily 
found the Captain, as he was the 
only one frozen, but the endless 
rows of other units suggested the 
Vurluxens had big plans. We car- 
ried our stiff Captain back to our 
shuttle, and took off. 

Arriving back on Star Cruise, we 
took the Captain to sick bay, and 
quickly explained to Dr. Boyce what 
was going on. 

Boyce had a million questions, 
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but when Vek mentioned that the 
Captain was on the table in 
suspended animation, and might 
soon die, he didn’t waste any time 
asking them. He became the 
renowned man of the healing arts in- 
stead, and started reviving Allcock. 
Vek and | went to the Captain’s 
quarters then, with our guns drawn. 

We aimed our beams and super 
stunned the clone the second we 
entered, on the excuse to report a 
large Triproton crystal deposit. Then 
we took the clone to sick bay, 
where Boyce injected it with some 
medication. When it awoke it 
wouldn't be in any pain, nor would it 
be able to escape. Our plan was to 
turn the clone over to the Space 
Defense Federation Science 
Laboratories for study. 

Vek and | then check out the 
other crew members to see if they 
were clones. The first part of the 
test was watching some of Dr. 
Boyce’s most raunchy holos. All 
crew members soon had solid, drip- 
ping erections sticking out of their 
pants, including Vek and myself, so 
there were no clones on board. Part 
two was a circle jerk. With our pants 
down we jerked ourselves or each 
other. A lot to cum went flying 
everywhere. Shit! We couldn't leave 
our dicks up hard like that! 

Vek then canceled Extended 
Patrol, and we headed back to 
home base. There, he and | made a 
full report. 

It was a week before | saw the 
Captain again. | stopped by his 
home to see how he was recover- 
ing. He was in bed, resting. He 
looked well. Vek was by his side, 
reading to him. 

The Captain was glad to see me, 
and he thanked me for saving his 
life. He also said that | had a month 
of Free Time starting now. And 
there would be a large increase in 
my pay for saving his life. He also 
told me he knew about the sex be- 
tween Vek and me, and that it was 
all right. After all, he was a man too, 
and understood. 

| left the happy lovers then, 
having decided to spend my Free 
Time on Apollo 1, between the legs 
of Pard, the half-panther and half- 
human leader of Apollo 1. There, for 
a month, both our cocks were as 
hard as Bi-Lithium steel. We shot 
more cum than either of us knew 
our balls had. 

As for the Captain’s clone, | 
never saw him again, but | heard 
that he was reprogrammed for a 
new identity and that laser surgery 
was done to change his looks. 
Couldn't have two Captains running 
around! A 


THE AERO 
& THE VILLAIN 


BY JIN TOLMAN DND 


Bann | hate to run out of under- 
wear. | hate to look in that drawer 
and see only one or two lonely 
briefs. That means | have to go to 
the laundromat. The laundromat is 
a big stress. 

Okay, okay, nobody likes drag- 
ging the dirty laundry to the coin-op, 
but | really dislike it. The hero and 
the villain work there, and those 
guys are a Strain to my libido, a real 
stress. 

| am out of clean clothes, though. 
| grab the hamper with the dirty 


laundry, and drive to the laundromat. 


| take a deep breath and push 
open the glass door of the 
laundromat. Damn. They’re both 
there, standing behind the Cus- 
tomer Assistance counter, making 
change, selling detergent, and wait- 
ing with wrenches for the next 
machine to break down. 

| catch my breath at the sight of 
the hero’s lean body. His long legs 
are tough the way a long-distance 
runner’s are, hard and lean witha 
covering of fine blond hair—gold 
fuzz. 

| can see them because he 
wears a pair of jogging shorts that 


must be a size or two too small. The 
curve of his ass is as perfect as a 
marble statue’s. | can see his jock- 
strap lines. 

His torso is as lithe and slim as a 
panther’s, the muscles unbelievably 
defined and erotically projected, like 
Roman armor. His shoulders are as 
wide as a steer’s, and all that sculp- 
tured meat tapers down to a slim 


His torso 
is as lithe and slim 
as a panther’s, 
the muscles 
unbelievably defined 
and erotically 
projected, 


like Roman armor... 
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waist and that wild ass. He doesn’t 
have one ounce of fat. He could be 
a health club model. 

He’s wearing a tank top that’s 


more shoulder-strap than shirt. The 
son of a bitch wears those stringy 
tops to show off his big pecs to 
anyone who wants to look. The hair 
around his nipples swirls in a gold- 
en whirlpool | want to nibble my 
way through that hair, clearing the 
way to those golden-brown buttons. 
| would love to touch them with the 
tip of my tongue. 

His name Is Hank. | guess it’s 
really Henry, but nobody calls him 
that. 

Hank is tanned, as brown as a 
saddle, perfect, lithe, and vital. His 
thatched chest is a snarl of coarse, 
blond, barbed wire. When he 
sweats, sweeping the floor or servic- 
ing the machines, all his sinews glis- 
ten like polished mahogany. 

Whenever | see him bend or 
stretch, | feel a clutching in my 
groin...and | can tell he wants me. 
Whenever he catches me looking at 
him, his eyes twinkle, and he gives 
me a friendly grin. A message! 

He turns to face me, a smile light- 
ing up his face, his deep-set eyes 
glittering with depraved thoughts. 

He’s really something, never fully 
clothed. He runs around constantly 
in those skimpy shorts and that 
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barely-there tank top. 

The villain is Vic, and he’s the 
owner of the laundromat. He 
doesn’t have a villain’s handlebar 
mustache, but he is as dark as 
Hank is blond. His hair is shiny 
black, and his complexion is olive 
and tawny. 

Vic is also a man of superior con- 
struction. His physique looks 
remarkably like Hank’s. Vic is a real 
titan, a dark horse. 

| daydream about his dick, too. 
Anybody with a build like Vic’s 
would have a huge schlong—it’s 
only fair. 

Every time | see either Hank or 
Vic, | get a hard-on. They are the 
most seductive pieces of male meat 
| have ever seen. 

Which of them has the better 
build is a tough question. Both are 
perfect. | would happily suck either 
of those studs. 

Hank is the statue of David 
sculpted by Michelangelo—god, 
how could the sculptor keep from 
getting a hard-on carving out that 
magnificent stallion? Vic is like the 
Colossus of Rhodes astride the 
bay, a foot on either bank—imagine 
Sailing beneath that great crotch 
and looking up at the world’s largest 
balls. Only one thing keeps those 
two from being male heaven. 

Like | said, Hank is the hero, and 
Vic is the villain...and not because 
he is dark and moody-looking. 

Vic is absolutely straight. 

Vic is never less than fully 
clothed, as modest as Hank is an 
exhibitionist. Vic wears his shirts 
buttoned to the top, and he often 
wears a sportcoat. A sportcoat ina 
laundromat! | once saw him wearing 
a tie! He doesn't like to show him- 
self off. 

In action, though, Vic’s muscula- 
ture looks like the rippling physique 
of a tiger, even through the fabric of 
his starched shirts. His body is mag- 
nificent. 

Vic is suspicious of me, | can tell. 
He and | went to high school 
together, and we are acquainted, 
but not well enough for him to be 
sure that | mentally yank him out of 
that coat and tie (and pants) every 
time | see him. | love to mentally 
strip him. 

| know he dislikes gays. 
“Damned queers,” is his Curse 
when he sees some swishy guy in 
the laundromat, and he looks at me 
accusingly. He suspects | am gay, | 
know, and he disapproves. 

He has seen me looking at Hank, 
and he tries to come between us to 
“protect” Hank. Vic is stern, a no- 
nonsense guy who would report me 
to the police—or beat me up—the 
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instant | make any gay approach to 
him or Hank. Of course | do nothing. 
Hank wants me, though, god- 


~ damn it, | know it! 


As proof, Hank brings me his tool 
box—the one in a metal case—and 
begins to work on the washing 
machine next to the one I’m using. 
We strike up a conversation. He 
starts it. 

“Dirty clothes day again?” he 
says. 

“Yeah, wash day.” 


I daydream 
about his dick, too. 
Anybody with 
a build like Vic’s 
would have a 
huge schlong... 
it’s only fair. 


“At least you picked a machine 
that works.” 

“Do these break down very 
often?” | glance over at Vic. He is 
looking at us. He must have heard 
Hank start talking, though. 

“Naw, not really,” Hank answers, 
“| break down more often than they 


“You break down? What do you 
mean?” | see Vic walking toward 
us. He’ll probably butt in, then make 
Hank leave. 

“Oh, you know. | just kinda get 
crazy.” 

The conversation continues 
along these lines—l’m nervously 
watching Vic closing in on us—until 
| work up to an invitation to “come 
up to my apartment to watch the big 
basketball game on my big-screen 
TV.” Hank accepts! 

Bingo! | have hit the fucking jack- 
pot! The horniest stud | have ever 
seen is coming to my apartment— 
and soon he will be cumming in my 
apartment! | get a hard-on just think- 
ing of my good luck. 

| have aced out Mother Vic the 
Protecting Angel, snatching the 
meat from under his nose! He walks 
on by, obviously trying to overhear 
what we’re saying, but it’s too late. 
The date is set. | have done a brain- 
surgery, tweezers extraction of 
Hank! 

| return home (mentally dancing 
all the way) with my clean clothes, 
and | change into some of them— 
getting ready for the guest. | put on 
avery low-rise pair of briefs and the 
tightest white pants I’ve got. | can 


hardly keep from cumming in them. 

Promptly at 7:00, he appears. 

They appear. 

| can’t believe it. The villain, the 
suspicious, overdressed, straight- 
arrow Vic is standing there, too! 

“Hi,” Vic says, “my TV’s on the 
blink, and when Hank told me about 
your invitation to basketball, | 
thought I'd see if | could tag along.” 
He smiles at me, the bastard. 
Checkmate. 

Goddammit, what can | do? | 
take them into the living room, turn 
on the basketball game, and sit 
down with them to watch. 

Damn, | had not the slightest in- 
tention of turning on that TV! With 
Hank behind locked doors, | 
planned a night of adventures no 
giant screen could equal. If only...if 
only. 

| glance at Hank. He looks a little 
wistful. 

In one swoop, a night of in- 
describable pleasures has become 
an interminable sentence of 
boredom in the frustrating presence 
of a sexual demi-god. Vic, the hand- 
some, strait-laced bastard, and 
Hank, the handsome, loose-laced 
table-meat sit on the couch, one 
smiling nefariously, the other with a 
disappointed look. 

| can feel my peter drooping. 
“Isn't this great?” Vic says. 

Committed to a night of denied 
lust and enforced politeness, | thank 
heaven | don’t have to produce 
much conversation. The game is ex- 
citing enough (I’m so delighted | 
could plotz). 

_ “Let me see if | can find us some 
beers,” | say, getting up and walk- 
ing morosely into the kitchen. | 
decide to fetch some crackers or 
something, so | go into the pantry, a 
walk-in storage area connected to 
the kitchen. | wish | had hemlock. 

| step inside, walk to the shelves, 
and suddenly the door closes be- 
hind me. The room is plunged into 
darkness, and | can’t see a thing. 
Someone moves behind me, and 
strong arms grip me! 

At first I’m scared, but then his 
hand rubs over my chest and drops 
to cup my basket...it’s Hank! He’s 
come for me! 

| turn to him, and we fall into 
each other’s arms. We are both 
feverish and sweaty from nervous- 
ness and anticipation. 

Both our dicks are rock-hard— 
our dongs prod each other in the 
belly. His embrace is so strong | 
can’t breathe, but | squeeze him 
back as hard as | can, too. 

Our jaws meet in a slobbering, 
jarring, teeth-clicking kiss, and | 
hear him moan as my tongue stabs 


between his lips to fight with his in 
that wet cave. We’re so horny, 
we’re panting. 

We set ourselves on fire like we 
have been doused with gasoline. 
Our hands roam all over each 
other’s body, and soon my hands 
are at his belt buckle. Oh, yes, let 
me at that thing! 

We pull apart long enough for me 
to pull open his fly and draw out his 
great stinger. Jesus, what a cock, 
what a pecker! 

His boner is so long it juts out like 
a spear from his groin. He’s uncut, 
and his beautiful foreskin gathers 
around the edge of his glans like a 
leather wrapping on a bicycle 
handlebar. 

It’s so goddamned dark, | can’t 
see it, but | fondle and feel it so 
carefully | know what it looks like. 
His bell-shaped cockhead would be 
cherry red, peeking out of the soft 
folds of his foreskin, the shaft 
gnarled with veins, throbbing, hot. 

| drop to my knees before him, 
and | almost pass out with lust as 
his great flame-thrower slides into 
my mouth. With my tongue, | diddle 
his foreskin, pushing and teasing it 
back from his throbbing glans. It 
feels just like | knew it would. 

God, | love foreskins! | nibble at 
it, and he gasps with pleasure and 
arousal. | turn on the extra titillation 
of my tongue: | use it to lick around 
his glowing pecker-cap until he 
thrashes in my grip, struggling and 
gasping. I’ve got him! 

| saw my teeth back and forth, 
gently, on his retracted foreskin, 
and he moans softly. “I’m about to 
cum, man,” he whispers. He’s so 
horny, | can hardly recognize his 
voice. Even his whisper is lust- 
husky. I’ve really got him hot. 

“Shoot it, man!” | hiss back, 
“Shoot that thing in me!” 

“Oh, man, I’m going to cum right 
now!” He rams his tingling boring- 
tool deep into my throat, and | bob 
my head rapidly on his thick chug- 
ger to bring him to the surface. 

We both tremble violently with 
lust. “There...there...there itis,” he 
hisses in that strangled voice, and 
his knees quake as the orgasm hits 
him. The first burst of mayonnaise 
travels up his guided-muscle. | feel 
his dick jerk and twitch. 

| drink deep as gush after gush of 
molten steel spews out, and as he 
feels the heat of his milt shooting 
down my throat, he thrusts his hips 
forward, driving what feels like 12 in- 
ches of hot cock-meat down my 
throat. Two full minutes pass before 
he stops cumming. Jesus, what an 
orgasm, what a superhuman cum! 

Gasping and panting, he tucks 


his weapon back into his pants and 
adjusts his clothes while | fall back 
onto the floor in a sex-stupor. He 
leaves the room while I’m still on 
the floor panting, my eyes closed in 
ecstasy. I've just sucked deity. 

|, too, hurriedly pull my clothes 
back on and stumble out to the 
living room, grabbing some beers 
as | pass the refrigerator. | hand out 
the cans, trying to control my breath- 
ing, hoping I’m not visibly sweating. 
The cans are cold in my sweating 


He’s uncut, 
and his 
beautiful foreskin 
gathers around the 
edge of his glans 
likea 
leather wrapping 
ona 
bicycle handlebar. 


hands. The room is suddenly hot 
and stuffy. 

Hank sits there like nothing hap- 
pened. Damn, what great control he 
has. The only sign of exertion is a 
throbbing blood vessel in his temple. 

| look at Vic, and he scowls back 
suspiciously. A little smirk of accusa- 
tion flickers at his lips. Jesus, he 
knows...or thinks he does! He looks 
angry, but he doesn't say anything. 

Hank looks straight at the TV, 
concentrating as if he were terribly 
interested in that stupid game. 
Good actor. | can’t manage to ap- 
pear so fascinated by it. | wish | 
could. 

My appetite is whetted (and my 
shorts are wetted) by that sex inter- 
lude, and I’ve got to have more! 
After we finish our beers and after 
what I hope is a reasonable length 
of time, | say, “Well, ah, let’s see, 
anybody hungry? | think | have 
some munchies in there some- 
where. I'll go see if | can rustle us 
up something to eat.” | want to 
rustle something else up again. 

| return to the pantry, my pecker 
hard as:steel in my pants. | hear a 
step behind me, and | turn smilingly 
to greet Hank. 

Wrong guy. It’s Vic. 

“Need any help?” he says in an 
insinuating voice. The sonofabitch, 
he looks around at everything, 
probably looking for porn 
magazines or sex toys. | think he 


knows he’s surprised me. 

“Uh, no,” | mumble. “Jus’ lookin’ 
for crackers.” Vic isn’t fooled. He 
doesn’t know what we did, though. 

Just then, Hank whoops from the 
living room. “Man, you oughta seen 
that shot!” he cries. Vic hurries back 
to the TV to watch the game, smil- 
ing as he goes. He’s checkmated 
me again! 

| stand there for a couple of 
minutes, then decide | might as well 
get a box of the damned cookies. 
As | reach for some, the door 
closes, and the room is darkened. 
God, Hank is back! He grabs me, 
and again we fall into each other’s 
arms. 

This time we pull each other’s 
pants all the way down, and we kick 
our shoes off so we can get the 
pants completely off. We strip off 
our jockey shorts, too. This time 
we'll be serious. 

Then it’s my turn. In a quick 
maneuver, a wrestling take-down, | 
get Hank’s beautiful body on its 
back with his legs in the air. 
Prepared for such an occasion, I’ve 
got a rubber over my dick in 
seconds (even in the dark) while he 
rolls his hips back, opening his 
wrinkled asshole to my attack. He 
wants it. 

Without further ado, | position my 
poker in his ass-crack and drive it 
up inside him! Oh, my god, his body 
feels so wonderful, my cock is as 
— as a board. Oh, god, the feel- 
ing! 

| wish | could see his face. | 
would love to see him grimace in 
lust as | slide up his ass. | hear his 
breathing. 

| reach down to jack him off while 
| fuck him. | play with his foreskin, 
pulling it over his cockhead until he 
whimpers with pleasure, but | am 
overtaken by a more Serious need, 
and | brace myself for the oncoming 
physical exertion. It’s building up. 

After only a few deep lunges, | 
feel it. | ram deep inside his spasm- 
ing ass, my beef explodes, and I’m 
launched into interstellar space 
while hot jizz spurts up his butt. 

The degenerate man, he loves it! 
He thrusts his hips forward, press- 
ing up against my muscular in- 
vasion, keeping every lusty inch 
buried inside his manly ass as we 
freeze in trembling ecstasy. That 
monstrous stud loves being fucked! 

He pulls my face down and kis- 
ses me as Salvos of my hot napalm 
shoot into his anus, and | groan as | 
empty my balls up his butthole. It’s 
an orgasm even better than the first. 

He cums, too, jetting loads of 
sticky white laundromat detergent 
all over my belly. He pants and 
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gasps, his climax almost as strong 
as mine! He groans desperately, 
spurting. 

Finally | pull my softening dick 
out of his ass, and he lowers his 
legs. God, that was great! We’re 
both exhausted. 

| feel the nectar draining out of 
his ass, trickling down his thighs, so 
| bend my head down and lick my 
own plutonium off his legs as he 
wriggles with pleasure. He moves 
over and licks his sperm from my 
belly. It’s so thrilling | cum another 
spurt. 

What a horny guy! | know life at 
the laundromat will never be the 
same. | bend down one last time to 
kiss his beautiful cock, which has 
retracted again into its leather 
sheath. 

Again he pulls his clothes back 
on and stumbles from the pantry. 
When he opens the door, | turn my 
eyes from the blinding light. God, 
I'm so exhausted and happy, | could 
go to sleep! 

| can hardly move, but finally | 
dress and follow him. When | make 
it back to the living room, again 
Hank is sitting with great com- 
posure, feigning interest in the 
stupid game. | wonder which team 
is winning, and | hope Vic doesn’t 
ask me. 

He is damned suspicious, | know. 
He looks at me with a piercing 
gaze. Hank and | were out of the 
room twice for extended periods, 
and only for a few cans of beer and 
a box of crackers. He doesn’t ask 
where we were, though. He’s 
sneaky. 

During a commercial break, the 
TV announcer makes a pitch about 
an upcoming daytime talk show. 
They’re going to talk about “Circum- 
cision In Modern Times.” God, what 
a topic! What timing! 

“Cheap sensationalism,” 
grumbles Vic, “always pandering to 
depraved sexual appetites.” That's 
the way he would think, all right, the 
Pollyanna bastard. |, for one, won't 
miss that show. 

Trying to act nonchalant and 
hoping to appear calm, | make a lit- 
tle conversation: “You hear a lot of 
rumors about circumcision,” | say. | 
try to sound disinterested. 

“Yeah, that’s true,” says Hank. 
He, too, is trying to act natural. Both 
of us sense Vic’s suspicion. 

“Like what?” says Vic. He isn’t 
fooled. He’s going to try to catch 
me, to trip me up. He thinks 'ma 
“damned queer,” and he wants me 
to say something incriminating. 
Must be careful. 

“Oh, some guy Said that if you’re 
circumcised, your lifespan is statisti- 
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cally shorter,” | say. | smile in- 
nocently. 

“That’s ridiculous, ” says Vic. 

“Yeah, | know,” | say, “but that’s 
how rumors go.” 

“Well, in that case, I’m worried,” 
says Hank. 

“Why?” 

“I’m circumcised.” Whaaaaaat? 
I'm stupefied. 

“| guess I'll live a long and happy 
life, then,” says Vic, “I’m not.” A 
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Always Carry one or more with you 
(but not in your wallet). Always use 
water-based lubricants. Always hold 
the tip as you unroll the condom 
(this leaves a space for semen). 
Always use a condom. 
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SKINS 


Ever get the urge to chew ona 
nice, wet, loose foreskin; but 
just don’t know where to find 
one? Or maybe you'd like to 
find a skinlover to spend the 
evening worshipping your 
overhang. There’s only one 
place for skinlovers and skin to 
come together: in the pages of 
SKINS, the personal ad 
fanzine. Uncensored, 
uninhibited, strictly uncut — 
and with ads from like-minded 
men from all over the world. 


A sample copy of the most 
recent issue is $4 and comes 
with a free ad coupon. 

A discreet remailing service 
is provided, or you can hear 
from uncut hunks direct. 
And each issue of this 
digest-sized correspondence 
journal has hot conversation 
and sleazy skin art. 
Crawl in. 

Include a signed 
statement of age. 
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Waar AN EXPLOSIVE COLLECTION OF HOT LATINO VIDEOS! FROM THE 
SEXY STUDS OF MEXICO TO THE SUPERHUNG SUPERSTUDS OF SOUTH 
AMERICA. THIS IS THE BEST LOOK AT LATINO HUNKS ANYWHERE! FROM 
THE SIZZLING COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY OF TONY STEVENS AND JIM MOSS, 
IN THEIR SPECIAL PRIVATE SLIDE VIDEOS, TO THE PULSE-POUNDING 
LATINO STROKERS IN THE VIVA MACHO SERIES —THIS IS MEXICAN MEAT AT 
ITS HOTTEST! PLUS, DON’T FORGET THE JIM MOSS TRAVEL VIDEO, THE 
BEST WAY TO SEE WHAT THE MEN SOUTH OF THE BORDER HAVE TO 
OFFER! ALL VIDEOS ARE NEW, FACTORY-ISSUED. VIDEOS IN VHS ONLY. 


n Men of Brazil, photographer Tony Stevens stalks the town of Sao Paulo to 
capture some of the best hung Brazilian studs you've ever seen. Dozens of hot hunks 
with remarkable meat, and mostly unclipped! You'll find your pulse pounding to a 
salsa beat as photos of these horse-hung studs fill your screen for a solid hour. 


$19 


I. Men of Mexico, photographer Jim Moss has collected hundreds of his favorite 
still images of Mexican men, taken over a year he spent traveling the huge Latino 
nation. Captured in all their macho glory, this is an hour of breathtaking photography 


and men, many of whom are uncut. $4 9 


| n Viva Macho! we are transported to the live action world of the Mexico of legend. 
The hottest hunks Mexico has to offer give super-heated solo performances. From 
the tropical rain forests to the ancient temples of the Mayas, the settings are as 


stunning as the performers! $1 9 


I. Viva Macho I! we are treated to more of the same, including some genuine 
farm-buddy scenes as the cameras head for the Mexican countryside. Viva Macho 
[1 has an English language narration. $4 9 


I. Jim Moss’ Guide to Gay Mexico, he and artist John Shown tell you everything 
you'll need to know to enjoy a vacation in the land of machoismo! From what to 
pack and how to get there, to what to see and where to go (and where not to go!); 
with tips on taking taxis, eating in restaurants, and a complete look at the gay nightlife 
of Mexico City! There’s everything here from nude disco dancers to the Ballet 
Folklorico, with lots to see no matter what your interests! Completely narrated, this 
very spicy travel video can be enjoyed even if you ’re an armchair traveler! $ 


There is no cure for HIV. But there is an expanding array of 
treatment options. The AIDS/HIV Treatment Directory, published by the 
American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFAR) is a “user-friendly” guide 
to the full range of approved and experimental treatments, presented in a 
clear but comprehensive format for people with HIV disease and their 
primary-care physicians. 

A paid subscription to the Directory is the best way to guarantee 
receiving this vital information regularly. A subscription is also an ideal way 
to support the important, on-going efforts of AmFAR to raise desperately 
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Options = 
You Can 
live With 


needed funds to underwrite research and education about HIV disease. A one- 
year subscription (4 issues) is only $30.00. To subscribe, or to make a 
contribution, send your check to AmFAR. 

Your options may be greater than you think. 


American Foundation for AIDS Research 
1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 


People with HIV disease who cannot afford a paid subscription may obtain a complimentary 
copy by calling the National AIDS Information Clearinghouse at 1+800+458*5231. 
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Gatalina Video's newest, exclu 
Give video Model for 199° stars in 
Malibu Pool Boys from award 


winning director, eco Masters 
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sively yours when you order now! 
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Contact Catalina Video Mail Order, 
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STUDWORK 


BY ROGER EDMONSON 


I settled back in my seat on the 
bus, hoping I'd seen the last of Car- 
rolton. I'd always wanted to escape 
my straight-laced home town, but | 
hadn't expected to go out in quite 
such a blaze of glory. Instead of 
graduating with the rest of my class 
in a quickly forgotten ceremony, | 
had suddenly become the scandal 
of the county—even surpassing the 
Widow Barnett and her six hus- 
bands, all dead as a result of 
severe indigestion. 

Unlike the Widow B., | wasn’t 
suspected of knocking people off 
with my cooking. No:sir. | was a 
card-carrying homosexual and |’d 
been caught with my pants down, 
so to speak. Actually, | got caught 
with no pants at all and a hard-on 
jammed so far up my butt that it 
was damn near bumping my 
adam’s apple on the upstroke. The 
fact that the hard-on was attached 
to Coach Ozzie Davis, the most 
macho stud to ever stalk the streets 
of Carrolton, made it even better 
material for the local gossips. 

Coach Davis was a big, hairy, 
muscle-bound gorilla of a guy, who 
just happened to have a weakness 


for tight butts. My eighteen-year-old 
backside, hard and hairless, 
seemed to suit him right down to 
the ground. His enormous pecker— 
he was hung like aten-inch beer 
can—packed my chute real nice 
and we got it on every chance we 


got. 
The night before the graduation 
ceremonies, Coach D. and | were in 


Old Ozzie 
liked it hard and fast 
and once he found out 
| could take it, 
he rode me 
like a cowboy... 


his office, letting off some steam. 
He’d just spent about ten minutes 
sucking on my asshole, and | was 
begging for it. Man, did | ever want 
to get fucked! | was pulling his pole, 
milking him for lube and smearing it 
up and down his veiny shaft while 


he drilled me with his long, strong 
tongue. He finally raised his shaggy 
head and winked at me, pinning my 
knees down around my ears and 
lining his missile up with the target. 

| whooped when he drove it in all 
the way on the first thrust, bouncing 
his big nuts off my tailbone. Old 
Ozzie liked it hard and fast and, 
once he found out | could take it 
and love it, he rode me like a cow- 
boy trying to head off a stampede. | 
just laid back and held onto his big 
hard biceps, watching his hairy 
torso flex and bulge as he humped 
my ass to heaven and back. 

We'd been mixing it up for about 
ten minutes and my nuts were 
pulled up tight. I'd started fisting my 
dick and Coach was in the home 
stretch—eyes closed, breath a pant- 
ing roar—when the door all of a sud- 
den flew open and in walked 
Horace Griggs, the assistant prin- 
cipal. Now old Horace was a priss if 
there ever was one—wouldn’t say 
“shit” if he had a mouthful—and the 
sight of two men fucking each other 
blind didn’t set too well. 

Once we figured out what was 
going on, Coach yanked his cock 
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out of me so fast you would’ve 
thought somebody’d just opened a 
bottle of champagne. Poor guy had 
already tripped his trigger and the 
cum was spurting out of him like 
crazy, splattering all over the floor, 
and all over Horace Griggs. | 
scrambled to my feet as well and 
clamped a hand over Griggs’s 
mouth before he could start to 
holler. Coach Davis was in a total 
panic, so | basically told him to pack 
up his pecker and get the fuck out 
of town. Last | saw of him, he was 
dashing down the hall, fresh cream 
still matting the hair on his flat belly. 

| tied Horace in a chair and kept 
him in the coach's office till | figured 
my fuck buddy had time to hit the 
state line. Then | stood back and 
waited for the bombshell to hit. | 
didn’t have to wait long. By noon, 
the whole town knew. By one-thirty, 
my old man had disowned me and 
thrown me out of the house, 
threatening dire consequences if | 
ever came back. By three-fifteen, | 
was on a bus, headed to my sister’s 
place outside of Chicago. When | 
called her up and told her the story, 
she laughed so hard | was afraid 
she was gonna pee her pants. 
She'd run away from home at the 
age of sixteen, no longer able to 
stand Carrolton or my folks, so she 
understood where | was coming 
from. She invited me to come live 
with her and her husband Brian, an 
up and coming executive she’d 
somehow managed to snag a few 
years back, 

“What're you doing, Linda? 
Moving out just because | came to 
visit?” There were five big suitcases 
sitting in the front hall and my sis 
was running around checking off 
things on a list. 

“No, Paul. It’s just that Brian got 
a last minute invitation to speak at a 
conference in San Francisco, and 
I'm going with him. | didn’t figure 
you'd mind having the place to your- 
self for a few days. We can catch 
up when | get back.” 

_ “Did you tell him about the con- 
tractors?” Brian asked, dashing 
through the hall with a stack of 
papers in his arms. He stopped just 
long enough to shake my hand and 
welcome me to town. Things 
seemed to move pretty damn fast 
up here in the city. 

“We're having some work done 
in the dining room,” my sister ex- 
plained. “All the details have been 
worked out, so all you have to do is 
let the guys in when they arrive in 
the mornings. You'll do that for us, 


70 UNCUT 


won't you?” 

“Anything at all, sis,” | assured 
her. “You and Brian have a good 
time and leave everything to me.” 
Five minutes later, a taxi pulled up 
and they were off to the airport, leav- 
ing me all alone in the big old 
house. | toyed with the idea of going 
out and trying to find a bar or some- 
thing, but gave up on the idea after | 
studied a city map for a few 
minutes, figuring maybe | ought to 
go to bed instead. 


His faded Levis 
hugged his calves 
and thighs 
and left you with 
very little doubt 
that the dude 
was packing 


a serious rod... 
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| was sitting in the living room the 
next morning, sipping my second 
cup of coffee, when | heard a truck 
pull up in the driveway. | peeked out 
the window and my heart skipped a 
beat. | hadn’t really given the idea 
of carpenters much thought when 
my sister mentioned the remodeling 
project, but | now saw that had 
been a big mistake. Either one of 
the hunks currently hauling lumber 
out of the back of the battered old 
pickup in the drive would have been 
worth at least a week’s worth of wet 
dreams. 

The bigger of the two looked to 
be about forty. He had thick, curly, 
salt-and-pepper hair and a body by 
Peterbilt. He was wearing an old 
pair of bib overalls that weren't 
doing much of a job covering up his 
muscle-ridged torso. His pecs jutted 
out aggressively, capped with dark- 
brown nipples that looked like 
they’d been well used over the 
years. The fleshy points stuck out a 
good half an inch from the quarter- 


_. size disks of his tits. His chest, arms 


and even his broad shoulders were 
sprinkled with dark hair that immedi- 
ately got my balls in a turmoil. His 
weathered face was ruggedly hand- 
some, dark eyes gleaming beneath 
shaggy brows, his mouth half hid- 
den by a thick mustache. 

His partner wasn't as bulked up, 
but he looked tight as a coiled 
spring. His faded Levis hugged his 


calves and thighs and left you with 
very little doubt that the dude was 
packing a serious rod. His crotch 
was putting such a strain on his fly 
that the buttonholes were stretched 
to the bursting point. His arms were 
sinewy, prominent veins snaking 
from his wrists to his broad 
shoulders. The torso hidden under 
the sleeveless T-shirt hinted at 
squared pecs and a gut ridged like 
a washboard. His red hair gleamed 
like copper in the early morning sun- 
shine, and he had a real nice grin 
on his freckled face, 

| watched them till they had the 
truck unloaded, getting hotter by the 
minute. They’d heft lumber and sup- 
plies out of the truck, then haul 
them up to the porch, every move 
they made giving me a great display 
of muscles in motion. By the time 
they rang the doorbell, | had to re- 
adjust my briefs, doing my best to 
push my stiffer down between my 
legs. | thought about running to get 
a robe or something, then figured 
what the hell, and answered the 
door in my underwear. 

“Morning,” the dark one said, 
checking me out briefly before he 
continued. “I’m Ed Rankin. This is 
my partner Jack Picarzek. Is Mrs. 
Crocker in?” 

“I’m her brother,” | explained, 
holding the door open wide and en- 
joying the view at close range. “You 
guys here to work on the dining 
room?” 

“Yup,” Jack, the redhead, 
drawled. ‘‘We’re gonna knock out a 
wall and do some stud work so we 
can put in a new door through to the 
kitchen.” He adjusted the lump in 
his pants while he spoke. | couldn’t 
believe those frigging buttons had 
managed to last this long. | ex- 
pected them to give way any 
second and wanted to be there to 
check the fallout. 

| showed the two men into the 
dining room and ran off to my 
bedroom to get dressed. | dug in my 
suitcase and pulled out an old pair 
of cut-off sweats that had been 
washed so many times that they 
had shrunk up tight as a glove. 
They were hacked off so short that 
you could see where my ass 
cheeks curved back into my thighs, 
but I’ve got the butt to pull off some- 
thing like that, so | slipped them on 
and checked out the effect in the 
mirror. Not bad at all. | don’t have 
all that much bulk in my upper body, 
but I’m solid and my belly curves 
back under my rib cage, emphasiz- 
ing my narrow waist and hips. | 


pulled on a pair of white socks and ing my ass against his calloused my tongue. The base of his cock felt | 


tennis shoes, stuck a baseball cap 
over my longish blond hair and 
strutted back out to the dining room. 

“You dudes mind if | watch?” | 
asked when | stepped through the 
door. “I’ve always been fascinated 
by carpentry work. Might even take 
it up if | can get apprenticed to 
someone.” 

“No problem, buddy,” Ed said. 
When he looked over his shoulder 
at me, | thought | saw a little gleam 
in his eye that didn’t have a damned 
thing to do with the work he was 
doing. 

| settled down to watch the two of 
them as they knocked a hole in the 
wall. Once they got the wall board 
down, Jack would saw out the two- 
by-fours and Ed would grab the 
ends, wrenching them out of the 
floor and ceiling with an eye-pop- 
ping display of arm and back 
muscles, After he’d been at it for a 
few minutes, his broad back was 
glistening with sweat and the hairs 
on his chest were getting plastered 
flat against the swell of his massive 
pecs. 

Jack peeled out of his shirt, treat- 
ing me to a good view of his bod as 
well. | was getting so fucking horny 
watching the two of them work that 
my crank was starting to stir, 
making a tent in the front of my 
shorts. Within a short time, | had a 
full-fledged hard-on and my cock 
juice soon marked the location of 
my knob with a dark wet spot. 
There was a fire in my gut and my 
asshole was tingling, wanting a 
stretching like Coach Davis used to 
give it. 

| finally couldn’t take it any more 
and figured | might as well go up to 
my bedroom and beat off. | stopped 
off in the kitchen to get a drink of 
water. | was reaching for an upper 
shelf to get a tall glass when all of a 
sudden, | felt a hand on my ass. 
Shivers started running up and 
down my spine as the hand cupped 
my cheek and a long finger started 
working its way up the leg of my 
shorts. When the finger was tickling 
my asslips, | turned and looked up 
into Jack’s pale blue eyes. 

“You like that, don’t you?” he 
said, giving me a leering wink. | 
tried to say something, but my 
throat was dry, so | just nodded my 
head. It was all the invitation Jack 
needed—his finger punched 
through the ring of muscle guarding 
my manhole and sank into me up to 
the second knuckle. | groaned and 
leaned back against his arm, grind- 


palm. 

He stirred his finger around till 
there was room for another, then 
fed me a second thick digit. My 
cock and balls slipped out of the leg 
hole of my shorts and bounced up 
and down in front of me, making 
Jack grin happily. He found my pros- 
tate and stroked it gently, sending a 
wild rush of pleasure through me 
that practically buckled my knees. 

“Come along with me, guy,” Jack 
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I really get off 
on cock skin 
and Ed had a 
mouthful of it 
hanging down 
beyond the tip 


of his massive prick... 
SS I I ET 


commanded, gripping my shoulder 
and pointing me towards the hole 
that had been knocked between the 
kitchen and dining room. | stumbled 
across the room, his fingers piston- 
ing in and out till | was ready to 
howl out my pleasure. 

“What the hell are you doing?” 
Ed asked, turning around and shak- 
ing his head in amusement. “Don't 
tell me you found something better 
to do with break time than read the 
paper?” 

“We got us a hot one today, Ed,” 
the redheaded carpenter chuckled. 
“This here’s one hot, hungry hole. If 
he works a cock the way he’s work- 
ing my fingers, the dude’s got one 
hell of an asshole. | got a feeling he 
might be willing to show us what he 
can do. That right, fella?” 

“Oh, yeah,” | groaned, working 
my chute ring against his probing 
fingers. Jack didn’t give me time to 
change my mind—he grabbed the 
back of my head, bent me over and 
rammed my face into Ed’s crotch. 
The lump in his overalls was big 
and hard. | bit down softly, my teeth 


. sinking into the shaft of his prick. | 


had a distinct feeling that there was 
gonna’be plenty to chew on. 

Ed unhooked the straps on his 
overalls and let the bib drop around 
his waist. A quick push and my 
nose was buried in his pungent, 
curly bush. He smelled like sweat 
and cock juice, a sure-fire combina- 
tion with me. | took a deep breath 
and started checking around with 


like it was about as big around as 
my wrist and it was hot against my 
probing tongue. Jack jabbed me 
hard as he rammed a third finger up 
my hole and | reached out to keep 
from falling. | not only got a grip on 
Ed's big hairy thigh, | also wrapped 
my fingers around his wanger. The 
fucker was hung like a horse, the 
big hooded knob only missing his 
kneecap by about three inches. 

“Suck on that big dick,” Ed 
growled, guiding my head down 
along the inside of his thigh. | licked 
and chewed all the way down and 
by the time | got to the end, the 
thick veins in the shaft were starting 
to swell. | would've dropped to my 
knees but Jack was fingering my 
hole, keeping me up on tiptoe. As it 
was, | just bent over as far as | 
could and started polishing Ed’s big 
sticky knob, 

| really get off on cock skin and 
Ed had a mouthful of it hanging 
down beyond the tip of his massive 
prick. | caught it between my teeth 
and shook my head from side to 
side, making his meat throb and his 
thighs bulge. There was no doubt 
that he liked it, so | did it again and 
his dick started to rise up in the air, 
moving into prime sucking range. 

He had a fantastic knob on him 
and | would have been content to 
lick it all day, digging into his hood 
and tonguing his dripping cumhole. 
| worked him every way | could 
think of—finally getting his cock- 
head swollen up to the size of a ripe 
plum. | had just shucked the skin 
back to expose the glistening knob, 
when Ed decided things weren't 
moving along fast enough. He 
grabbed my ears and thrust his hips 
forward, bouncing his knob off my 
tonsils and slamming deep into my 
throat. 

| needed something to hold onto, 
so | reached up and trapped his 
long fleshy nipples between thumb 
and forefinger, tugging them till his 
meat flexed, damn near lifting me 
off my feet. He tensed up and 
lunged forward, bouncing his nuts 
off my chin. | tensed my throat and 
mashed my tongue tight up against 
his bulging cumtube as he started 
pumping in and out. 

While all this had been going on, 
Jack kept finger-fucking me till the 
friction was damn near ready to set 
me on fire. He was also slapping 
my butt with what felt like a big, hot 
piece of salami. When he finally 
flopped it down on my back, the 
head was resting damn near up be- 
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tween my shoulder blades. | let go 
of one of Ed’s tits just long enough 
to check it out and my fingers 
wrapped around what felt like a 
scale model of the Washington 
Monument. 

If Ed was big, his buddy Jack 
was fucking enormous! Shit, | must 
have covered a good thirteen in- 
ches of tube steak on my journey 
from his pubes to the thick rim mark- 
ing the edge of the crown. | wanted 
to turn and get a good look at it, but 
Ed had no intention of letting me 
come up off of him for any longer 
than it took to draw a gasping 
breath. It wasn’t out in view long 
anyway—Jack’s fingers suddenly 
disappeared, then | felt a huge 
mass of sticky heat prying my ass- 
ring to the limit. 

Ed drove down deep in my throat 
and leaned forward, grabbing my 
asscheeks and pulling them wide 
apart. “Fucking hot,” Jack purred 
huskily. “This dude has the kind of 
asshole | dream about at night— 
smooth and pink and puckered. 
After feeling what he did to my 
fingers, | just know this ass was 
made to keep a long cock all nice 
and warm and hard.” He was hard 
alright—if | hadn’t had a mouthful | 
would've roared like a bull when he 
dug in, breaching my defenses with 
a quick, brutal poke, then sliding for 
home in one long stroke. 

When those two carpenter studs 
were banging their balls against me 
at both ends, | was sure the tunnel 
they were digging was gonna meet 
in the middle. | felt like a fucking 


piece of meat on a spit and | was 
loving every minute of it. | had four 
big hands all over me and between 
‘em they were managing to hit 
every hot spot on my bod. Honey 
was leaking out of me like crazy, 
making a pool on the floor. 

| was massaging Ed’s hairy ass 
when Jack suddenly grabbed my 
thighs and pulled my legs up off the 
ground. My arms slipped around 
Ed’s waist and tightened, damn 
near ramming him down my throat, 


A couple of minutes 
into it and Ed was 
moaning and groaning 
and his big old dick 
was getting 
even bigger... 
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balls and all. Ed was holding me 
under the arms and Jack had me 
firmly by the hips and they were 
fucking me at both ends like there 
was no tomorrow. 

A couple of minutes into it and Ed 
was moaning and groaning and his 
big old dick was getting even big- 
ger. The shaft started flexing and 
bucking like a damned vibrator and 
| knew his time was up. | pushed 
him back frantically, struggling to 
get his knob in my mouth so | could 
taste him before | swallowed. A 
smail salty puddle pooled in the hol- 


low of my tongue, then my mouth: 
was full to overflowing as he blasted 
the contents of his balls into me. | 
slurped every tangy drop he could 
Squeeze out, then dug in his pis- 
shole till he was squirming around, 
trying to get away from me. 

Jack was reaming my chute royal- 
ly, turned on by the fact that his 
buddy had just cum in my mouth 
and anxious to join in the fun. He 
shifted gears and started power- 
pumping me, his hips slamming 
against my sweaty ass so fast It 
sounded like applause. | felt the 
heat gushing into my bowels and 
his cock pounded my joy knob that 
last, magic time. My back arched 
like a bow and | blew a no-hands 
load down onto the dusty floor. 
When the last spasm had shaken 
my frame, | went totally limp and 
would have fallen flat on my face if 
they hadn’t been holding on to me. 

After we broke the ice, we fucked 
and sucked the rest of the damn 
day, trying out every possible com- 
bination. They left a little after five 
o'clock, not managing to get a frig- 
ging thing done. I’ve promised to 
spend the day touring the city tomor- 
row so these two studs can get their 
work done. They did mention the 
fact that they take a lunch break on 
the premises, so | plan to drop in 
around noon. | wouldn’t miss it for 
anything. A 
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Each issue, Uncut will 
publish current information on 
organizations and events 
catering to the uncut man. If 
your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning 
an upcoming event, let us 
know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People 
Against Circumcision) is the official 
new name of ‘““Men’s Right Interna- 
tional.” The name may have 
changed, but this is still an organiza- 
tion of men who feel circumcision 
violates their personal rights. They 
are now joined by women who also 
feel circumcision is a violation, as 
well as by the members of a victim’s 
rights organization. COPAC is plan- 
ning a legal chullenge to circum- 
cision in Canada based on the 
Security of the Person clause of the 
Canadian constitution. The or- 
ganization is interested in network- 
ing with interested individuals and 
organizations. Write to: COPAC, 
Box 2217, Station C., Downsview, 
Ontario, Canada M3N 289. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy of the current issue 
sent by First Class in the USA (plus 
a free ad coupon) can be had for 
$4. (Outside the USA: $6.) 


UNCIRC is the new name for Jim 
Bigelow’s organization (previously 
called BUFF), which has recently 
revised and updated its material 
covering all phases of non-surgical 
foreskin restoration by stretching. 
To receive the revised initial instruc- 
tion packet, send a one-time fee of 
$2 to cover printing and handling, 
and a self-addressed, stamped, 
long envelope with .75 postage (ini- 
tial info pack runs 17 pages) to: Jim 


Bigelow, 315 Congress Avenue, 
Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 


RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration support group. 
Get emotional support and help on 
using the UNCIRC stretching 
methods for restoring your foreskin. 
Many have and are having great 
success with this method. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
RECAP meets the first Sunday of 
each month in San Francisco. 
RECAP SOUTHBAY meets on the 
second Sunday in San Jose. Write: 
RECAP, c/o R. Wayne Griffiths, 
3205 Northwood Dr., Suite 209, 
Concord, CA 94520. For informa- 
tion, send $2. Call 510-827-4077 to 
talk to Wayne or leave address and 
phone number with message on the 
recorder. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the 
clearing-house for information on 
just about every aspect of circum- 
cision and its effects. For informa- 
tion, send $2 and a long, 
self-addressed, stamped envelope 
to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San Ansel- 
mo, CA 94979. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NJ, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 


* 0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing en- 
velopes might make your local post- 
al carrier squeamish (like the one 
we received with a drawing of a 


baby bleeding and screaming from 
his neo-natal circ), but if you like 
passionate protest, by all means get 
on the good preacher's mailing list. 
We've been on it for years and 
we've never been soliticed for 
funds. However, we suggest you in- 
clude some postage with a short 
note asking for a copy of his 
brochure, “The New Covenant.” 
Send your request to: Remain Intact 
Organization, R.R. 2, Box 86, 
Larchwood, IA 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool 
parties, has a Palm Springs outing, 
monthly gatherings, etc. A newslet- 
ter and contact directory is publish- 
ed for members. For information, 
send a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to: Club, Box 2842, Los An- 
geles, CA 90078. 


STUDS COMPUTER BULLETIN 
BOARD (BBS) is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men. It features sizzling color 
graphic files of uncut men and 
users of the system, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games. Members 
may engage in electronic conferen- 
ces on a variety of topics and send 
messages both public and private to 
other members. Although the sys- 
tem is located in San Francisco, the 
system receives between 200 and 
300 calls per day from members lo- 
cated all over the world. Features in- 
clude MATCHMAKER,, a program 
that provides potential matches be- 
tween members for sexual com- 
patibility and interest and for finding 
friends and companions with similar 
interests. A special area is YOUNG 
& UNCUT, designed for men be- 
tween the ages of 18 and 35, to pro- 
vide peer support and discuss 
issues specific to their situation. 
The system is operational 7 days a 
week, 24 hours a day. All you need 
(continued on page 96) 
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Ther is something about the naked man in a natural setting that seems 
unique but also correct. After a civilization of garments, to see man as he 
was intended situated in the landscape from which he evolved actually 
attracts our attention as a novelty, when it should be taken for granted. 
Sherwin Carlquists’ stunning collection of natural men in untampered 
landscapes, called appropriately, Natural Man, takes us back to that 
unspoiled state. 
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Photographed in spectacular locations like Yosemite, Death Valley, the 
Sierra Nevadas, and along the California coastline, these men, all uncut 
models, are melded in the perfect symbiosis of man and nature. Carlquist, 
a professor at a California university, has been photographing uncut men 
in natural settings for the past decade. This collection of 124 images is the 
cream of the crop. 
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Esch photo in Natural Man: Photographs of the Male Nude by Sherwin 
Carlquist is printed as a 10"x12" duotone. Sometimes the figure dominates 
the frame, and some of the men will be familiar to Uncut readers, and, 
ironically or perhaps by design, virtually all of the images are frontal nudes. 
Carlquist, perhaps not so ironically, has been an Uncut reader from the first 
issue. His striking book is available to other Uncut readers for $49 postpaid 
from: Pinecone Press, 112 Harvard, Suite 196, Claremont, CA 91711. 


| 
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No. 10 


It's always exciting to be able to offer a peek at some previously unseen, enticingly uncut men, and this 
half dozen are sure to give you pause. And during that pause if you reflect for just a second in wonder 


at just how unique each of these natural men truly is, you will see the point of letting yourself just relax 
to their distinctive mature beauty. Oscar is an East-coaster of Puerto Rican descent, age 30, and a 
very tall 6'3”, which almost dwarfs his sizable endowment, and a graceful 180#. He is quite 
introspective and quiet in the video. . . but such a delight to behold. . . ecce homo! Marco, at 26, is 
another giant of a man at 6’3” and 180 well-placed pounds. This actor is from Switzerland, and was a 
competition martial artist . . . his legs are long, lush and powerful. . . possibly from wrapping around 
his motorcycle, from which he alighted decked in full black leather. | can’t find my info on Peterbilt, but 
| hear he can give one of their trucks a run for the money when it comes to delivering the loads, (even 
though he couldn't quite deliver on our video. . . but he gets and stays quite hard, nonetheless.) He is 
a trucker, over 30, an accent from the serious South, and nicely hairy, too! We didn't get any stills on 
Ken, who was in arush, but this 32-year-old Atlantan, at 5'4” and 130# is a motel clerk with lots of 
empty hours that I'm sure a lot of guys would be happy to help fill. . . he likes cars, money and attention 
—obviously a man who can be bargained with! Leo, from Puerto Rico, addresses his audience in the loving 
tongue of Spanish . . . and everything sounds good in Spanish! He's 25, he says, and 56” at 130#, a 
cook by trade, so get ready to chow down. | gasped when Pierre dropped his drawers (you may hear it 
on the tape), since I’m accustomed more to campaign promises than deliveries . . . but this guy could 
deliver. . . and whatta guy, too! He's 24, about 5'8'%" and a light 135# here, although he's put on more 
weight and muscle now, as you will see at a later time. Pierre is an L.A. guy of French-|Indian descent 
_ . .and you can see the Indian below the waist!!! He favors baseball, as a pitcher, and is revved by 
motorcycles. His legs, although lean, are sculpted muscular perfection, his skin incredibly smooth, his 
manner at first reserved and then hot white excitement . . . there are no dull days or nights with Pierre, 
Lucky Pierre . . . and lucky whoever may be his friend. An eclectic group, these six sensual 
self-confident men, each revealing and displaying himself just for you, too. VT-171 is two hours of 
color and sound video for $59 plus $3 postage, and includes posing, flexing, and J/0. 

PHOTO SETS: Oscar, 171-A; Peterbilt, 171-B; Marco, 171-C; and Pierre, 171-D. (There are no photos of 
Ken or Leo.) 5 color photos for $8 plus 75¢ per set postage. 

AUDIO CASSETTES: Out of this group, only Pierre made an audio, C-171-1. But, fair warning, it’s from the 
gut, rough and dangerous stories of the urban sexual playground, absolute topman (absolutely!) with 
the physical and sexual power and self-assurance to back it all up! It's rough, but it's two-fisted and 
torrid, too! 60 minutes for $9 plus 75¢ postage. 


HOW TO ORDER: 

IF YOU DO NOT HAVE AN ORDER FORM, USE A PLAIN PIECE OF PAPER. 
FOR VIDEO TAPES LIST THE NUMBER, SPECIFY WHETHER YOU WISH VHS OR BETA, 
AND ENCLOSE $59 PLUS $3 POSTAGE FOR EACH TAPE. 

FOR OTHER ITEMS, ENCLOSE THE COST 
(AUDIO CASSETTES $9; PHOTO SETS $7), 

PLUS 60¢ POSTAGE PER ITEM. CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 6%% SALES TAX. 


THANKS FOR YOUR ORDER! 


1626 NORTH WILCOX #107 
HOLLYWOOD CALIFORNIA 90028 


SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


Paco roud of your natural 
heritage? Want to show the 
world what sets you off from 
other men? Send in your best 
photos to Uncut and we'll 
display them here so the 
world can note yet another 
natural man! Photos should 
be clear and bright and reveal 
only as much of yourself as 
you wish to reveal. Sign your 
name on the back of your 
photo. If you’d like your 
photos returned, please 
include a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope. Send 
your snaps to: 

Editorial Office, Box 97635, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193. 
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Richara, both photos this page, is a 
regular reader from Palm Harbor, 
Florida. Naughty Richard also sent us 
a snapshot of his gaping butthole, 
“because | would like to moon all my 
friends in Florida,” but we just.didn’t 
have room to include it here. About 
his unclipped pipe, Richard says, “as 
you can see, it’s a good size piece 
even when it’s limp.” Richard also 
says he likes to give other unclipped 
guys a nice skin stretch with his 
teeth—which we’re sure he knows 
how to do perfectly well. 


Our heavy metal rocker friend from 
Canada—who must keep his identity 
secret—wanted to share his big un- 
clipped pole and his newly shaved 
crotch with other Uncut readers. As 
you can see, not only is this a major 
piece of uncircumcised musicianship, 
but it grows to concert capacity. 
Maniac, as he is known in some 
circles, said the entire band wanted to 
see his shave-job when they first 
heard about it, which prompted a 
post-concert shower show-and-tell. 
(Now we're wondering if the rest of 
the band is uncut, and if the rest of the 
band has plans to dehair their 
crotches, as well.) 
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A we can tell you about the classical piece of uncut manhood at left is that 
it is attached to an Indian (as in Bombay, India) — 


Don, photo above, has flashed his 
fine untrimmed tool in these pages 
before. A school teacher, Don says 
he likes it when he meets a skin suck- 
er interested in furthering his oral 
education. Don says he always gives 
a passing grade to a man who really 
knows how to chew skin. 


Jonn, a reader from New York with 
a stuffed foreskin, likes to give his 
piece, as well as his balls, extended 
and heavy-handed workouts—gee, 
sounds like the perfect way to spend 
an evening. 


Historic Foreskin 


Were always looking for more examples of uncut men from the past and invite readers with 
some antique lace in their private scrapbooks to share it with other readers in Uncut magazine. 
We promise to take good care of your photos (either color or black and white commercial 
photos or private snapshots, but at least 25 years old if commercial photos) and return them. 


Our two examples of historic foreskin 
in this issue, both of which come to us 
from Jean-Claude at L’histoire du 
Physique, are from both sides of the 
country. Frank, above, was a Califor- 
nia model probably photographed by 
David Hurles—before he was known 
as Old Reliable— in the early 1960s. 
The other model, at right, is Sam M., 
photographed in Washington, DC, 
during the same period. Sam ap- 
peared in publications from the Guild 
Press as well as in other early nude 
magazines. 


Send your historic foreskin 

photos (prints or slides) to: 

Editorial Office, Box 97635, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193. Tell 
us anything you can about 

the photos. 
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While both photo series were taken 
at about the same time, you can see 
a conscious attempt to utilize the 
availability of color in the photos of 
Frank. Color magazines were just ap- 
pearing in the male nude genre. 
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Early male nude photography was 
either simplistic—not much more than 
casual candids of the photographer’s 
nude models, as you can see in the 
photos of Sam M.—or quite 
elaborate, as in the studio photog- 
raphy of names like AMG, Bruce of 
Los Angeles, etc. The market for male 
nudes, in the early 1960s, was vora- 
cious enough to allow a wide variety 
of types of models and various levels 
of professionalism in photography. 
Uncut models were much more 
visible then than now, when the look 
in male nude photography has be- 
come centered around a more 
specific type of model. 
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White Taurus #22 is composed of 
different kinds of highly watchable 
voyeuristic segments of nude and 
semi-nude men in public and 
private settings, all of which is inter- 
esting on one level or another, an 
episode of this video, shot clandes- 
tinely at an indoor swimming club 
pool in Germany, is of particular in- 
terest to Uncut readers. 

But first to explain exactly what it 
is Taurus does. For decades, he 
has stalked unsuspecting men ina 
variety of places: at the beach, in 
the locker room, in public 
restrooms, at the rodeo, in nudist 
camps, at sporting events—and in 
Europe as well as the U.S. Begin- 
ning with an 8mm camera, then a 
Super-8mm, and finally with a video 
camera, Taurus has—often at great 
risk—captured much that was never 
intended for public observation. (Of 
course, his stints at nude beaches 
and nudist camps documents public 
nudity in as lascivious a manner as 
possible, and captures a good deal 
of public sex.) 

Taurus has managed to get 
either his film or video camera ina 
lot of extraordinary places, like in 
the locker rooms at the Munich and 
Moscow Olympics, and in the 
shower and changing rooms of a 
number of U.S. sports teams. The 
kind of footage these adventures 
produce is both difficult and reward- 
ing: the situation makes it difficult to 
gets everything the eye might see, 
but what the camera captures is 
both strikingly authentic and un- 
deniably titillating. 

In Taurus #22, a combination of 
both films transferred to video and 
new video footage, we are treated 
to a wide variety of tantalizing situa- 
tions: bodybuilders on the beach in 
Santa Monica, California, a Marine 
rodeo at Camp Pendleton, a look at 
hunks strolling the boardwalk and 
showing off their pumped pecs in 
Venice, California, a tour through a 
public restroom, a tour through a 
college locker room and shower, a 
selection of still photos of uncut 
European guys, and clandestine 
footage inside the German swim- 
ming club. 

Nearly every dick that swings 
past the camera in the swimming 
club is unclipped. Taurus has 
situated his camera under a bench 
(he is sitting on the bench and the 


Opposite page: Roberto (left) and 
John Colon, members in good 
standing of the club in Latin Leather 
\l from The Latin Connection. 


camera looks like it might be shoot- 
ing from between his legs) and tilted 
it upwards slightly so we see every 
passing swimmer from head to toe. 
The men range from stereotypical 
Teutonic blond gods—clean- 
shaven, close-cropped hair, wide 
shoulders, narrow hips, long peck- 
ers—to the ordinary. ‘ 

For the most part, we see guys 
walk pass the camera. Taurus 
manages to move around a couple 
of times, to show us some nude 
divers (too far away to really ap- 
preciate) as well as some seated 
pieces of deutsches schwanz. 


Tw new videos from The Latin 
Connection gives us two radically 
different views of the work from this 
independent production company. 
Both of the videos, Portrait of a 
Puerto Rican and Latin Leather Il, 
are centered around the sexuality 
and mystique of New York Puerto 
Ricans. 

In Latin Leather II, we are sub- 
jected to what is clearly a vanilla fan- 
tasy about both leather as a sexual 
metaphor and leathermen, be they 
Puerto Rican or otherwise. But that 
isn’t to say Latin Leather II isn't 
sexy. Despite its tame sampling of a 
very specific lifestyle, LL// creates a 
lot of heat by showing us street- 
wise Puerto Ricans having sex 
among themselves. 

According to the story, Midnight 
has just been elected president of 
the Latin Leather Club. | don’t know 
exactly what his duties are, be- 
cause all the club members ever do 
is go shopping, flag each other on 
the street in Brooklyn, and have 
sex. Lots of sex. Being a member of 
the Latin Leather Club means never 
having to go without sex for evena 
single day. 

Virtually every one of the Puerto 
Rican club members is uncut, you'll 
be glad to hear. The sex runs the 
gamut, from mutual masturbation to 
simple cocksucking and some good- 
buddy butt-fucking—with condoms. 
The videography Is fine, and the 
dialogue doesn’t ask much from the 
performers; all of which makes Latin 


. Leather |] afar more enjoyable ex- 


perience than The Latin 
Connection’s other current release, 
Portrait of a Puerto Rican. 

In an earlier Latin Connection 
video, Postcards from El Barrio, we 
were told the story of a Caucasian 
photographer, an older gay 
gentleman, depressed over the 
departure of his Puerto Rican 
boyfriend. The photographer filled 
his days and nights photographing 
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a bevy of hot, hunky Puerto Rican 
models, mooning over his absent 
lover, and won some kind of photo 
award for his postcards. 

In Portrait, we are handed a 
similar story about a Caucasian art- 
ist, played by the corpulent Richard 
Udell, who inherits a half-million dol- 
lars from his dead Aunt Mary and 
decides to devote his life to art. 
What he really likes to paint is hot 
young Puerto Ricans having sex. 

After a period of eating in the 
best restaurants, riding in the best 
limos, and hanging out at the 
poshest in-places, Udell realizes 
something is still missing. 

| thought a gym membership was 
missing, but not Richard, as big as 
two side-by-side refrigerator- 
freezers; not him, he goes toa 
bookstore. Does he buy a copy of 
The Pritikin Diet, no, he buys some 
trendy book about “the twelve paths 
to spiritual enlightenment.” 

From this point on, the video gets 
very sophomoric: as Richard paints 
each new Puerto Rican, he babbles 
about how this book has revealed a 
great secret to him and enlightened 
him. He Pease to lend the book 
or reveal the secret to every Latino 
he meets, all of whom says they are 
genuinely pleased and impressed 
with his altruism. 

Give me a break. 

What this pseudo-New Age 
scenario is really saying is more of 
that ‘Me white, you second-class 
citizen” bullshit so very popular with 
colonialists. 

As if to underscore the subtext, 
we eventually meet a character 
named Dimas, an upscale Puerto 
Rican who has, according to the 
dialogue, also found the “twelve 
paths of spiritual understanding.” 
While all of the Puerto Ricans 
whom Richard plans to enlighten 
look like they might have just con- 
templated a burglary, Dimas is the 
spitting image of a middle-class gay 
boy wearing up-scale clothes, sport- 
ing a $50 haircut. In other words, 
it’s a Republican path. 

| have to admit some surprise 
that both the Latin Connection and 
the Latino Fan Club continue this 
WASP proselytizing. 

The message aside, the sex in 
Portrait of a Puerto Rican is siz- 
zling, when it’s between Puerto 
Ricans. The one scene between 
Midnight and a friend of Richard’s— 
asmarmy type who sees a sexual 
innuendo in every sidewalk fruit 
stand—is the only disappointment. 

This production is the weaker of 
the two; here there are many more 
opportunities for technical mistakes. 
The video suffers from slow editing 
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SOURCES 
LATIN LEATHER II 


Lamonte (director, producer), Richard Royce (editor), El Barrio Beat (score); 
1991, 80 minutes; stars; Midnight, Joey Zappo, Rob Berto, Lobo, Roman Vero, 
and uncredited cast. Released by: The Latin Connection, 527 Third Ave., Suite 
422, New York, NY 10016. 

PLAYTIME! 

Harry Sillen (director, producer); 1991, 120 minutes; features: Tom Mitchell, 
Lee Baldwin, Harry Sillen, and uncredited cast. Released by: TNT, Box 536, 
La Jolla, CA 92038-0536. 

PORTRAIT OF A PUERTO RICAN 

Lamonte (director, producer); 1991, 120 minutes; Richard Royce (editor), El 
Barrio Beat (score); 1991, 80 minutes; stars: Richard Udell, Andrew Smith, 
Midnight, and cast listed by first names only. Released by: The Latin Connec- 
tion (see above). 

SLAVE WORKSHOP L.A. 

Director not credited, Close-Up/EuroMen Productions; 1991, 80 minutes; 
stars: Tom of Hamburg (Tom Karach), Luke Bender (aka Steve Kennedy), 
John Panther. Released by: Close-Up Productions, Box 691658, West Hol- 
lywood, CA 90069. European version (PAL format) released by: EuroMen, 
Postbus 10923, NL-1001-EX Amsterdam, The Netherlands. 

TAURUS #22 

No director credited, Taurus Productions; 1991, 120 minutes; uncredited cast. 
Released by: Taurus Productions, Box 3312, Santa Monica, CA 90408-3312. 
Illustrated catalogue available for $3 and signed statment of age. 


Master's call. Bender is himself of 
German descent, and sports a party- 
sized uncut organ that has been the 
centerpiece of many a gayporn 
scene. Although usually cast as a 
top because of his masculine good 
looks and his big dick, Luke has al- 


(in general), slow reaction shots, an 
uneven pace, and no real point to 
the story. You'll have your finger on 
the fast forward button every time 
Udell starts prattling. 


A new European-American co- 


production, Slave Workshop L.A., of- 
fers both an abundance of foreskin 
and an unflinching look at consen- 
sual SM. 

A sequel to last year’s Slave 
Workshop Hamburg, this install- 
ment find Master Tom in Los An- 
geles, once again advertising for 
potential salves, this time via a local 
Hollywood gay newspaper, Fron- 
tiers. 

Master Tom, in case you missed 
the first of these productions, is a 
handsome leatherman from Ham- 
burg (played by real-life Mr. Interna- 
tional Mr. Leather, Tom Karach) 
with a no-nonsense disciplinarian 
style (something he learned from 
his most recent ancestors) and a 
big, uncut dick with a ring in the 
head. Master Tom likes to advertise 
for his whipping-boys, and usually 
sets them to a test that increases in 


_ difficulty as it goes along. 


Pass the test, become a per- 
manent part of the harem? That 
might be the come-on, but so far, in 
two cities, we’ve only seen Master 
Tom have his way with the recruits 
and send them on their way. 

In Los Angeles, it is gayporn 
regular Luke Bender (also know as 
Steve Kennedy), an extremely sexy 
young man, who answers the 


ways struck me as a potential bot- 
tom and the kind of bottom who 
could take a lot more than he’s 
been asked to dish out. Slave 
Workshop L.A. gives him the per- 
fect opportunity to prove it. 

When Luke shows up at Master 
Tom’s slave quarters, there is al- 
ready a novitiate (John Panther) in 
a rubber bodysuit getting a 
workover from the meisterfuehrer. 
Master Tom, obviously capable of 
training two slaves at once, puts 
Luke through his paces, as well. 

There is such a look of submis- 
sion and joy in Luke’s eyes while 
Tom is force-feeding him the toe- 
end of his leather boots, a look of 
genuine ecstasy. When Tom grinds 
his boots into Luke’s crotch, the 
anxious bottom quickly unbuttons 
his fly and fishes out his swelling 
organ so that the Master’s boots 
can make direct contact. 

When Master Tom finally pulls 
out his own dick, Luke is beside him- 
self. He swallows the long, un- 
clipped tube whole—and a good 
thing, because Master Tom special- 
izes in the deep-throat fuck. A 
lesser skilled cocksucker would 
have choked on the over-sized 
plunger with its irritating metal ring 
arched out of the piss slit. 

When it seems Luke can take no 


more, Master Tom drags him to the 
toilet. What happens next depends 
on which version of this video you 
see; the European version available 
from EuroMen, which comes only 

in the PAL format and requires a 
multi-system video player, goes a 
lot further than the (NTSC VHS) 
U.S. version available from Close- 
Up Productions. 

Eventually, Master Tom makes 
the two recruits play with each 
other, while he abuses them both. 
While John Panther is a cute tyke in 
his own right, he is little more than a 
hole for both Bender and Karash. 
Clearly, he is in hog heaven with 
these two big, fat uncut dicks to ser- 
vice. 

While Slave Workshop L.A. is 
less brutal than it’s predecessor, it 
doesn't pull its punches, and Master 
Tom is as merciless pile-driving his 
pole into Bender’s whimpering ass 
as he was plowing into the German 
slaves in the Hamburg video. 

Not to everyone’s taste, to be 
sure, but if you happen to like a little 
violence mixed in with your sex, 
you'll undoubtedly find this a very 
tasty treat. 


Hay Sillen, director and producer 
of the TNT videos, which are mostly 
devoted to rimming, has created in 
Playtime! something to show off his 
own thick, uncut Dutch dick. 

Playtime! is a collection of short 
pieces about a number of subjects 
including a couple of to-be-ex- 
pected butt-sucking episodes as 
well as some solos. Harry opens 
the anthology with an enticing rap 
while he shows off his untrimmed 
pipe and unloads on the camera 
lens, 

We get a couple of other perspec- 
tives on Harry’s foreskin later. as we 
see it utilized in a banana-stuffing 
and an water-hose scene. 

(An interesting aside: Lee 
Baldwin snatches the mantle of 
most-accomplished bottom from 
long-time title-holder Chris Burns by 
sitting on the largest dildo ever 
manufactured in‘an awesome pool- 
side tableau.) 

Harry tops off the collection of 


odds and ends with a solo seated in _ 


front of a large-screen television on 
which is playing a sexy tryst be- 
tween an interracial couple. 
Playtime! is a strange brew, one 
best suited for eclectic tastes. 


Luke Bender (right) proves he’s wor- 
thy to be walked on by Master Tom 
of Hamburg in Slave Workshop L.A. 
from Close-Up Productions. 
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(continued from page 8) 


sexually unrepressed home 

country, he might have come out 
with something more like the severe- 
ly clipped American look. The key 
must be that he went to a plastic 
surgeon, where there is usually an 
emphasis on making corrective 
surgery look more—natural. We 
can't help but feel that physicians 
who perform circumcisions are 
responding, on a deeply rooted 
psychological level, to some primor- 
dial barbarism and that the act of cir- 
cumcision recreates slaughtering 
one’s enemies. Not a pretty 
metaphor, but then again, the bleed- 
ing penis isn’t a very pretty sight in 

a civilized environment.) 


DEPRESSION SKIN 

| was born before the Depres- 
sion, when very few guys had to 
have one of those “necessary 
circumcisions”; we just grew cocks 
that filled up all that foreskin. Also, a 
lifetime of beating off loosened any 
tight skin. 

Being a reporter for my college 
newspaper got me in and out of a 
lot of locker rooms and I’m ready to 
say that 80% of the Midwest dudes 
at that time still had their foreskins. 

Since | also read Inches 
magazine, | think it’s neat to see the 
foreskin shots of some models in 
Uncut and the skinned back erec- 
tion photos of some models in /n- 
ches, like Kodak, Jose Barbosa, 
and Augusto—guys who have it all, 
big dicks and foreskin! (You could 
have a whole magazine devoted to 
Jose Barbosa and | won't mind). 

You’re doing a good job! 

Jack 
California 


OH! MARIO! 

| am a constant reader of Uncut 
magazine. It goes without saying 
why. 
| am writing today to ask how | 
can get in touch with Mario (Septem- 
ber 1991) or the photographer, 

Tony Stevens. 

Tony Stevens certainly has a cor- 
ral of awesome, lusty men. My ap- 
preciations to him can not be 
measured in words. 

| would like to write to him so | 
can learn more about Mario. 

David 
Delaware 
(Editor's note: Gee, David, we'd like 
to help, but Tony Stevens is one of 
those photographers who reminds 
us that he’s too busy stalking new 
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models to carry on much correspon- 
dence. We happen to know that 
Tony, a Brazilian college student, 
doesn't speak, read, or write a word 
of English—yours is not the first 
offer of communication Mario has 
received. Sorry, you'll just have to 
drool...and dream.) 


ORGANS 


(continued from page 77) 


to connect to the system is a PC or 
MAC and a modem connected to 
your telephone line. The system 
supports modem speeds from 300 
to 19,200 baud. Dial the main num- 
ber, 415-495-2929, then follow the 
instructions once your computer 
connects. (A note to the non-com- 
puter reader, this is not a voice line, 
but requires a computer and 
modem to connect). 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is 
certainly a mouthful! This is a club 
for the uncut as well as the 
reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
during the year—in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom 
Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanics- 
ville, MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL 33734. 


NEW YORK 
USA-NY is now in its sixth year with 
about 200 members and an ongo- 


_ ing calendar of activities each 


month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every 
month sees a number of activities 
on the club calendar. Special 
events include “uncut only” parties. 
The club has a regular newsletter. 
You can call Gene at (212) 777- 
4208 or you can write for informa- 
tion: USA-NY, Box 1052, New York, 
NY 10156-0604. Include a stamped, 


self-addressed envelope when you 
request membership information. 
(This club even has its own t-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


UNCUT FAX? 
UNCUT is planning a special look at 
foreskinned fax art in an upcoming 
issue. Do you have a favorite piece 
of faxerotica? Send us a copy! No 
copyrighted material, please! 
Fax 1-702-735-9372 


LEX BALDWIN 
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Be 


BR a a BREAKING OUT 
CATALINA VIDEO 


For mail order version of Powertool 2 contact Catalina 
Video Direct. $59.00. Hardcore catalogs $10.00. Offer 
valid in most areas. Must be at least 21 years old to 
order. Catalina Video Direct, 6030 Yolanda Avenue, Box 
7016, Tarzana, CA 91357-7016. Or call 818-708-9200. 


/ CONDOM | 


CARE 


Always Carry one or more with you 
(but not in your wallet). Always use 
water-based lubricants. Always hold 
the iP as you unroll the condom 
(this leaves a space for semen). 
Always use a condom. 


THERE HAS NEVER BEEN ANYTHING LIKE 
iT! A COMPLETE GUIDE TO MAN-TO-MAN 
_ WRESTLING: CLUBS, CHAMPIONS, 

COMPETITIONS; INSIDE THE PRO- 

WRESTLING WORLD & THE WORLD OF 


EROTIC WRESTLING FICTION; 4 @ GET Y 

WRESTLING VIDEOS: 2S TODAY! es THE 
WRESTLING ART: — MEN WHO HAVE MET 
THE HOTTEST GAY a . THE CHALLENGE: 
WRESTLERS ON a ALL-STAR WRESTLING 


ie ee a STUDS! 


JIFFY FULFILLMENT 
462 BROADWAY, SUITE 4000 
NEW YORK, NY 10013 


_| Please send me ALL-STAR 
WRESTLING STUDS, enclosed is 
$5. ($4.95 plus $1.05 postage and 
yandling). | am over 18 years of age. 


Signature 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
SITY 
STATE/ZIP 


STEVE/PHOTO BY CAL 
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BILLED}TO)Y OUR)TELEPHONE| Scuureunnw tongs 


BILLED TO YOUR TELEPHONE ° Pe MIN 


(666s 


BILLED TO YOUR VISA, WASTERCARD i CONNECT CARD $3. 


g 01991 REAL PEOPLE, LTD. * MUST BE 18 OR OLDER AND HAVE A TOUCH 1 i WITH ITI )MORE INFO: (312) 988-7464 


